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PREFACE. 



Eeadbb, — 

As all are more or less participators in the 

Heart Struggles of life, so it is the duty and privilege 

of each one to sympathize with, and, if possible, to help, 

those who are battling around. With this in mind, it 

has been my earnest wish, in giving ^hese pages to 

your eye, to lead you to f^nt ■un'^tSrifehe only true and 

lasting standard, and which must anSLiwiU lead on to 

••• ■ V V 

' .v. 

conquest, and, at last, to rest. v ' * 

L. F. 



POEMS. 



HEART STRUGGLES. 

I. 
She was not lovely, Meta Gray, nor like those forms of 

fairy birth 
That in their gracefdl witchery make ideal half the 

eeixth. — 
The form was nothing, but the soul, when waken'd, 

own'd a fire 
That play'd upon the heartstrings like the wind upon a 

lyre. 
There is a muse-like beauty, and it sat upon her 

brow. 
And seemed an almost genius-light upon her face to 

throw : 
Her eye was blue, that wild deep blue like starlit 

heavens, and could express 
The depth of feeling in its fire, or woman's own warm 

tenderness. 

B 
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The long dark lashes ranged above, in softened shadow 
calmly flate, 

Almost impatient, in her scorn, to flash their ire in- 
veterate ; 

There was a power within her eyes, a language which 
no tongue could breathe, 

So melting were those starry orbs, such liquid soul 
would round them wreathe ; 

Her brow was clear, and full, and broad, and high- 
wrought intellect sat throned. 

Like the full moon above the stars and zephyr's breezes 
silver-toned ; 

For, oh I her voice was rich and full, yet sweet and 
clear as silver key 

That gives on lute or soft guitar its own peculiar me- 
lody. 

The penciird line between her lips half spoke her 
though and half concealed. 

Yet told of that i' the mind's rich flood which never 
can be quite revealed. 

Her figure tall, erect, and proud, in all its native state-r 
liness, 

A careless majesty that seem'd to give her innate queen- 
liness. 

II. 

Oh I how the heart of man appears to bow 
Before a grand, a genius- written brow I 
And seems to read behind that speaking ey^ 
Something more great than mere mortality. 
And as the bright aspiring spirit gleams, 
The veil of flesh almost transparent seems, 
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So clear the sparkles cased witliin it glow, 

Like diamond dew-drops on their bed of snow ; 

No gross clay beauty lights the lip and eye ; 

They form the medium of some language high, 

The dial plate, whose record yet untold 

Some strange perplexing mystery may hold. 

Humanity bows down as to a king, 

And slaves it to th' uncomprehended thing. 

But thine idolatry, fond man, is naught, 

For whence can spring the monarch realm of thought ? 

Thou but ador'st its temple, wait, oh ! wait, 

'Tis not of man or earth originate ; 

'Tis but a spot where Gfod has thrown His rays, 

To reap reflections in the swell of praise, 

To spread fertility o'er some poor soil. 

Or glad some weary labourer for his toil. 

Is one green tree more favoured than the rest, 

Because, with sunshine for a moment blest. 

Its every leaf gives forth a hue more bright. 

And revels in a more than wonted light ? 

A shadow falls, and dulls it o'er, and gone 

The fleeting beauty, which was nat its own. 

And so when in some chosen son of earth 

God breathes on more than others at his birth. 

Are not the rays reflected which He gives ? 

Is not the spirit God's which in him lives ? 

Think of the holy prophets, when their lyre 

Was strung to music with a sacred fire, 

Lo I it was God within them, and their tongue 

In holy mechanism learn'd and sung. 

Yet man^ thou raisest as a star on high 

The chrysalis, and not the brilliant fly : 
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Oh I look to God, for He alone haa given 
The little ling'ring ray from distant heaven ; 
Take it from Him ; He gives the harp its tone, 
And takes it hence — for is it not His own ? 

ni. 

And Meta knew, when in the gathering throng 

She breathed the thrilling bnrden of her song, 

Eich with the foliage of Fancy's maze, 

She must heart- weary hear the oft-told praise. 

Her heart would shrink within her at the sound 

Of adulation whispering around, 

And cold contempt would reign within her eye — 

She deemed it sacrilege, but knew not why. 

If thou dost dare the mountain's rocky height, 

To stand as monarch of thy world of sight, 

Spurr'd by ambition, or the impulse fond 

To tread thyself what is above, beyond, 

On thou dost hie upon the track unknown. 

Undaunted by its majesty of stone. 

Nor torrent, nor the precipice impedes. 

But more and more thy soaring ardour feeds, 

Lo, thou hast gained it I whither hast thou flown ? 

Turn, and look back, and round — ^thou art alone I 

Thy giant throne may tell thee of the past, 

And mutters reach thee from the howling blast ; 

The world, thy seeming empire at thy feet, 

The very clouds, in passing, seem to greet. 

The wish that wing'd thee onward is thine own, 

Yet soaring spirit, thou art there alone I 

And so was Meta, yielding to the spell. 

She revell'd in her heart's impulsive swell, 
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And breathed its music with a rapturous glee, 

In words wild -flowing, like the wavld sea; 

Something bore onward, with resistless force, 

Thought, mind, and reason, on its upward course ; 

With splendid energy it wing'd her on. 

Until the sought-for summit had been won. 

Then, when she long'd to clasp some answering hand, 

Some answering mind, to help the survey grand, 

Lo, like a weight upon her heart, each pays 

Like some poor tax his modicum of praise ; 

While not one heart could follow in her track, 

Each adds a link to that which draws her back. 

In silent, wearing grief she seeks to hide 

The longing for that sympathy denied, — 

Ah I how she feels the heart it can oppress, 

The sense, the knowledge, of its loneliness. 

And Meta knew th' intoxicating trance 

That round her spread in its luxuriance, 

And to her soul was momentary heaven, 

Could from that soul be in an instant riven ; 

*Twas not her own, she knew not whose the power 

That made her mind so richly bud and flower. 

And when the cringing flatterers round her drew. 

She felt, oh I bitterly, 'twas not her due : 

She knew them cold and utterly debased ; 

Each tone of praise was bitter to her taste ; 

Her heart's low moaning ask'd what she had done, 

So prized, so envied, to be loved by none — 

Not one warm fellowship of heart — ^not one. 

The little minds that bent to her and fawn'd. 

She look'd upon with bitterness and scorn'd — 

Her every instinct taught her to condemn ; 



HEART 8TBUQ6LES. 

How could she claim a kindred tie with them ? 
Her soul could not amalgamate, or bend 
To own what was beneath her as a Mend; 
Nor could she tear from out her bitter fiate 
The noble gems that made her separate. 
Yet woman's yearning for a thing to love 
Or worship — for she knew not Him above- 
Seized on her heart, and raised within her breast 
That painful yearning which can spoil its rest. 



IV. 

She sat alone, on a craggy height ; the northern wind 

blew high, 
And her heart-throbs beat, as its music wild went 

upward to the sky ; 
And the soft moon rose, with a mirrored glow of gold 

from the setting sun. 
And the stars shoae out and smiled^ as their entrance to 

night they won ; 
And gem-like silver sparkled forth from many a falling 

rill. 
And fancied diamonds on the dew, and a shadow on thei 

hill; 
And small dark clouds were flitting by, edged with a 

silver white, 
And flocks of scattered downy ones came shadowing 

o'er the light. 
She sat alone, and mus^d on the pictures of her brain, 
And roused from shrouding slumbers thoughts which 
had like corpses lain. 



And there she broke away the crust which, like an 

envelope, 
Had earth'd her o^er, and kept restrained her hidden 

food of hope ; 
Wild images were painted there, and flashed across her 

mind, 
Crowding with an ecstatic glee and freedom unconfin'd ; 
And then she burst in language forth, the strange 

volcanic fire 
That glowed and fused within her soul the lava of its 

ire: 
'^ I feel as though the power were given to rise to other 

worlds than this. 
As though my soul had hidden force to trample on this 
little bliss. 
It longs to burst, I know not why, 
The chains that keep it from the sky ; 
And I must bend me, and obey, 
Though fretting 'gainst the hated sway 
That clogs my soul, when it would be away. 
And I must bow before a shrine that I despise and 

loathe, not fear ; 
And I must wear fictitious wreaths of what they deem 
an honour here. 

And some are envious of my &te I 
In all its mockery of state. 
In all its endless falsity. 
And I — I yearn to be unbound, 
Alone, and friendless, and uncrown'd, 

In sweet obscurity, 
Without a flatterer to raise 
His bitter irony of praise, 
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His mockery of look and tone, 
Which I must bear with smiles alone! 
Tell me, oh ! ye that probe the heart, 
And make each feature speak your art, 
Tell me, is there a spot of guile 
On earth, but pencilled in a smile ? 
Tell me, ye sages of the eye. 
In all its lustrous brilliancy. 
When painting forth some feeling bright, 
Imparting to it half its light. 
Tell me, is't not a mirage fair ? 
For, as we gaze, there's nolMng there. 
There seems a void in this my heart, a vacancy unfiU'd, 
A mine m»work'd. a hungry cry, thLt rings through ii 

unstill'd ; 
My mind looks upward, but its gaze turns eaailiward, 

duU'd, unfed, 
For no bright starlight through the gloom a cheering 

ray doth shed : 
My soul would seek to wing its flight away to some 

high sphere. 
But bitterly the question comes, '^Yain murmurer, oh ! 

where?" 
All, all around me seems to fill its own, its destined space, 
Only this homeless soul of mine is asking for its place." 
She ended; but with <xie wild sigh, she fancied that she 

heard one near, 
,And then a rustle, as of one that sweeps away a rebel 

tear; 
But Meta hastily sped on, none foUow'd, yet she flew, 
Each footstep sure, yet scarce she touch'd the silver- 
spangled dew. 
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V. 



I said that Meta, ere she wing'd her flight adown the 

. hill, 
Had heard a sigh, a trembling sigh, half-smothered, sad, 

, and still. 
When she was gCHie, a voice broke forth, first low, as 

half afraid. 
Bat strengthened as its sound arose, and thus in^assion'd 

said: — 
"My Qod" — and lo! the sleeping night seem'd 

waken'd into sound. 
And waning whispers filVd the air with echoings around — 
" My Gtod 1 " — ^it seem*d an utterance wrung from soul 

and heart and mind. 
To thus unburden all its weight upon the answering 

wind, — 
" My God! that such a mind should rove an alien from 

Thee, 
And e'en the very hope that springs fr^m human 

sympathy. 
So sadly, painfally alone, so verging on despair, 
Father, oh ! ^elp her," and he sank upon his knees in 

prayer. 
He stood yet musing, for that voice, in some strange 

way, would tend 
To bring back dreams unrealized, and with each image 

blend. 
Dost know that half-pr(^hetic sense, which links in 

mental chain 
Things of the past with all that comes, as though 'twas 

but again ? 
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And each new face, and each new thonght, that makes 

its transit o'er 
Our mind's meridian, seems to be but what had been 

before. 
'Twas thus with Almund; as that voice in dreams upon 

him grew, 
It touch'd a chord within his breast, which was but 

touched anew. 
A cloud passed slowly o'er the moon, all silver-tinged, 

and he, 
The lonely dreamer, started up, and woke fix)m reverie. 

VI. 

A sound of revelry is heard, with merry voices blending. 
The music of the dance rings forth in changes never 

ending; 
Sir Wilward Gray's wide mansion-hall is throng'd with 

courtly guests, 
And grandeur, in abundance spread, his lordly wealth. 

attests : 
His daughters fair, with jocund smile and many a truant; 

glance, • 

Mix in the sweet luxuriance of the wild, bewild'ring 

dance ; 
Their slender forms, in web-like robes, flit sylph-like 

here and there, 
A lovely rose upon the cheek, and gold upon the hair. 
His sons, his noble ones were there, all gallant, tall, and 

proud. 
Each led a lovely lady forth, his star amid the 

crowd. 
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But Meta stood aloof from all the gay and brilliant 

scene, 
Kot heeding she was radiant there, and like a statue 

queen. 
More guests came in, among them one who differed 

from the rest, 
Something so totally unlike th' unbeauteous traits 

expressed ; 
Meta could read the look of truth, the aim, the purpose 

high 
That dwelt in secret majesty within that deep-set 

eye; 
And in the lining of his brow, though few had mark'd 

the face, 
A settled peace, the crown of great life-struggles, she 

could trace. 
Something that riveted her gaze ; she saw the conquest 

made 
O'er that which on her ev'ry thought and faculty had 

preyed. 
As Meta caught his searching eye, she felt an inward 

thrill, 
She thought on, but she knew not why, that sigh upon 

the hill. 
And through her spirit seem'd a pulse unconscious to 

vibrate. 
And many a buried corpse-like hope to rouse up and 

elate : 
Something there was that seem'd to quell her lonely 

spirit's rancour, 
Some strange attraction, like a ship when nearly at its 

anchor. 
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As eaoh g&zed on Hie oiher^B face, they sought not 

features fair, 
Each soul could in the other trace its mirror'd image 

there. 

vn. 

There was a lull, the dance not throng'd so thickly for 

awhile, 
And Meta sought the cooling air, the moonbeams' mid- 
night smile ; 
The night was still and murmurless, the moon was on 

the wane. 
And the music &om the lighted haE came in a feeble 

strain, 
And the stars shone brightly from their arch of heaven's 

loveliest blue. 
And Meta*s heart w'as beating fast to the sound of music 

new. 
For Almund spoke, in deep rich tone, melodiously clear, 
In harmony with fountain falls of crystal water near. 
And the wind sigh'd softly in the trees, like the murmur 

of a dream. 
And the setting moon gave slowly forth a stray, a 

lingering gleam. 
Oh! how the words came, river-like, from^ AJmund's 

heart and tongue. 
And, like the song of a bard inspired, on Meta's soul 

they rung : 
" Meta, my spirit once was cold, and frozen o'er, and 

numb. 
And all the thoughts that swell'd my brain were 

secreted and dumb ; 
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The world went on-r-I heeded not-— with all its varied 

wiles, 
I langh'd not at its laughter, and I smiled not at its smiles. 
Each coming day grew wearisome, as each warm pulse 

grew cold, 
And o'er me crept, unconsciously, an apathy untold. 
But oh I when night, calm soothing night, came 

hov'ring o'er the world. 
And beams reflected from the moon the little springs 

impearl'd. 
And stars peep'd forth coquettishly, in beautlM array, 
Ah I then I leam'd to love the night, and almost hate 

the day. 
For then my wild free thoughts in their intensity had 

vent, 
And all my forced unwilVd constraint, alone and free, 

unbent ; 
A world of thought was open then, but not alone was 

singled, 
For sweet Imagination's spell, and Fancy, too, was 

mingled — 
Prophetic thoughts of future years, o'ercast with future 

sorrow, 
Tinged with their strange presentiment in visions of the 

morrow- 
Thoughts that were blended with the earth, yet scarcely 

tinged with scorn. 
And many a thought, I knew not what, it came, and it 

was gone. 
And yet I was not happy, the exciting draught was 

drunk, 
And back into that apathy of frozen life I sunk. 
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It was a poison which had pierced, like some ehvenom'd 

knife, 
Deep to the very fountain-spring, the very source of 

life! 
Man pass'd me by ; unveil'd contempt was spoken in 

his look, 
And all the feelings of my kind my aching heart 

forsook ; 
For when I join'd my fellow clay, it was not with my 

heart. 
Some voice within me seem'd to bid my spirit dwell 

apart. 
My thoughts unbreathed, but not unthought, laid by 

like things forbidden, 
While others gained a poor applause, and mine within 

me hidden ; 
The world had deem'd me void of them, and almost 

void of sense. 
While rich they painted on my soul their colouring 

intense. 
I knew not God, I loved not man, and in my heart 

alone, 
I lived among my brethren like some cold thing of 

stone ; 
They deemed that heart was dry and hard, the whUe it 

inly wept, 
And all its secret bitterness within its chambers 

kept; 
I seem'd a sort of scapegoat, and in madness at the 

thought, 
I sought to part me from my kind, not knowing what 

I sought ; 
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And one mad night I dream'd, and lo! above me 

hover'd near — 
Ah I the calm face of sympathy, adom'd but by a tear ; 
The tone that came like soothing balm, my very soul to 

heal, 
Seem'd like a ray of beauteous hope upon its gloom to 

steal. 
The angel fled, the dream was gone, but life with 

aspect true 
Broke in upon me, and I roused my slumb'ring soul 

anew — 
Broke in upon my wakening mind, with new-bom sense 

of sin, 
And bid me leave the world around, and bend my looks 

within ; — 
Within, — oh I Meta, black as night, when starless, was 

the scene 
Which met that inward questioning uf what my soul 

had been ; 
What had it been? A chamel house for every, vestige left 
Of God or heav'n, and of each light which shone from 

them bereft. 
A clouding sense came over me, to help my soul to bear 
The slow increasing fearfulness, the dread of my des- 
pair. 
Yet hope, a heav'n-bom hope, that sprung angelic from 

that night, 
Wresting away the gloominess to interpose its light. 
And brought the Christian's ransom home, — it was, 

unto my mind. 
Like the first welcome consciousness of sight unto the 

blind. 
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Bitter the ordeal this heaxt T^ent through, ere it could 

know 
That from its own, its cherish'd pride, had sprung my 

life's wild woe. 
Ah I tell me, have I rightly deem'd thy soul to be like 

mine. 
And yearning for an unknown sun upon its light to 

shine?" 
He paused, but Meta answered not — the moon had 

touch'd the west — 
But soft, she stooped and pluck'd a flower, from its leafy 

bed of rest, 
And then she slowly tum'd her head, her classic, 

braid-bound head, 
And raised her eyes with one, one look, and clasped her 

hands, and said, 
"Yearning, oh, God I" — ^her face sunk down beneath 

veiling hair. 
And Almund knelt, to teach her lips the first sweet 

breath of pray'r ; 
The once proud spirit bow'd and fell, and darkness was 

above. 
Ah I was it God that conquered thus, or th' opening 

sense of love ? 

vin. 

Was it of God that Meta thought, upon her sleepless bed? 
Was it of God she murmur'd soft ? then list the words 

she said : 
" 'Twas not a dream, that vision bright, that being 

half divine. 
Whose heart's deep throbbing rose and fell responsively 

to mine. 
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Whose words so clear and music-breatbed, have waked 

a dormant train 
Of thought, unrealized, untold, within my burning brain. 
Those strange eyes lit with earnestness, and livid with 

a glow, 
That breathed a spirit into me which I have longed to 

know. 
I feel the buried seed of years, so long as dead to strife, 
Can, this short hour, rise up and swell to being and to 

life. 
Was it an angel messenger, some seraph from above, 
That thus has raised within my heart, a feeling aknost 

love? 
Methinks I traced in that voice, a mind that must have 

striven. 
Something too near akin to me to own as £ftther, 

Heaven. 
Oh ! Almund, thou hast deeply read my secret heart, 

and shown 
That I am not what I had deemed, in spirit so alone — 
Alone from human sympathy, alone from all that binds 
One heart to others, and the chain which linketh 

kindred minds. 
I've been unloving and unloved, I've lived my life 

apart. 
And frozen up, in icy Ixmds, the fountains of my heart : 
And thou art like the first bright ray that lit the earth 

of old, 
When slow through ages thinner grew its thick and 

misty fold ; 
And all her ripening elements attendant on the birth 
Of new creations, yet unknovm, upon the void of earth, 

c 
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And undeveloped mysteries came on with seeming awe, 
To help th' unfolding majesty of Nature's coming law. 
This breast, which heaves beneath my hand with new 

and unseen fire, 
As when the earthquake swells the ground, ere yet it 

spends its ire, 
Gives tokens of some hidden life, a new existence, 

fraught 
With all the added area which my mind has gain'd for 

thought. 
To find some other who has known thus inwardly to 

pine 
A heart's deep struggle, and can feel the wretchedness 

of mine, 
Beciprocate the yawning void, the want of something 

more 
Than earth with all her charms could give, or ere has 

giv'n, before. 
Yet earth seems doubly sweet to me, since that strange 

being hath 
Come o'er my life, and like a gleam of sunshine cross'd 

my path ; 
Can it be hope, which thus has given an impetus divine 
To this poor canker'd spirit and this moaning heart of 

mine? 
Can it be hope, which makes me taste this unknown 

cup of bliss. 
And drink its rich luxuriance to the very dregs like this? 
He spoke of Gkxi ; it must be hope which thus so fondly 

clings 
Like warmth unto my bosom, and would ^ve my spirit 

wings. 
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I dare not kneel to pray myself, but oh t I feel that 
pray'r 

Must work its heavenward way to God, and find ad- 
mittance there/' 

IX. 

The tripping feet, the music's tone, the revelry is gone, 
And old Sir Wilward's mansion gates are opening to 

the dawn, 
And streaks of rose are breaking forth from o'er the 

the cold grey hills, 
And with the waking notes of birds the breaking silence 

fills; 
And downy beds of pure white mist are nestling in the 

dells. 
And leaving ^arkling drops of dew in the lily's little 

bells. 
And softly veiling all around behind its gauzy haze. 
The tall elm-trees half-shadow'd forth in graduated 

greys; 
And gleams of sunshine sparely giv'n, upon the waving 

com. 
And many a sign that prophesies a cloudlessness of 

mom. 
And Almund gazed upon the scene as spell-bound to the 

spot, I 

Misanthropy had left him now, his former self forgot ; 
His eye dilated sought the view, yet half-distracted 

seem'd. 
As tho' he wish'd to learn the scene the while his spirit 

dream'd ; 
Yes, dream'd, it was of Meta's look — ^he thought, 'twas 

of her smile — 
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He wish'd, 'twas for her presence there, with all its 

witching wile. 
A soft low mnrm'ring sigh arose npon the whispering 

wind; 
It seem'd like nature's sympathy to break npon his mind ; 
It swell'd, in gently rising tones, among the distant 

trees, 
And breathed npon young Almund's heart the music of 

the breeze ; 
A lulling sound, almost unheard, its wailing was bo low. 
Now gushing forth, now melting down to an aria wild 

yet slow ; 
Now rising to a shrill wild ory, like nature's gathering 

wrath, 
Leaving an echo sweet and clear resounding on its path ; 
Now rushing by, with a speed untold, to a realm per- 
chance unknown. 
Forgetting for a moment's time its melody of tone. 
Oh I if the charms of landscape scenes give rapture to 

the eye, 
Beflecting all their beauty on the heart's own poetry. 
Exalting in their loveliness the tenor of the mind, 
And bringing nearer to their God the mass of human 

kind. 
And give a greater, loftier sphere, a wider range, a 

scope, 
Compared with which no lore of man has that with 

which to cope, 
Ah ! then the charm which wraps the sense in melody 

of sound, 
The realm of native music clear, and thrilling all 

around, 
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The varied voices of the birds, in chorus wild and 

sweet, 

Does it not make a pleasure fall within the heart to 

beat? 
Does it not make the eye to gleam, the ear to thirst for 

more, 

The lip to wear as sweet a smile as ever erst it 
wore? 

Does it not make the hands to clasp, and every move- 
ment still. 

As tho' to hush the very breath or the kindh'ng spirit's 
' thriU? 

Ah, music I thou art heavenly, thy power is made to 
grace 

The spirit-echoes bom of heav'n, an angel's lip thy 
place; 

And Almund listed 'trancedly, his ear and eye beguiled. 

And ever and anon he sigh'd, and now and' then he 
smiled. 

A step — ^he started, tum'd to gaze on Meta's beaming 

lace ; 
The morning sunbeams on her hair their gold reflections 

trace, 
Bound with a light and leafy wreath from the green 

acacia tree. 
And on her lip there play'd a smile, but half reluctantly ; 
Her large blue eyes, with all their depth of added shade, 

were bright, 
As Almund sought to read in them her mental want of 

sight; 



22 HEART STBUGGLE9. 

Sbe loved the gaze, altho' 'twas almost painfolly intent^ 
As deep into her inmost soul that searching look was 

bent, 
'' God help thee. Metal '' and his voice sank deep within 

her then, 
And all her being seemed to swell the answering 

" Amen." 
A whisper'd word — I name it not — ^a whisper, and no 

more, 
'Twas printed on the heated cheek, which mantling 

blushes bore ; 
Each pressed the hand they held in theirs, the mom 

shone ftill above ; 
They, parted, but with hearts exchanged in mutual 

bond of love. 
Deliciously each feeling crept thro' Meta's heaving 

breast, 
And o'er her spirit, once so proud, there grew a strange 

unrest ; 
And brow and eye were lighted with a new, a spirit 

glow; 
She knew another world, a life, she ne'er had thought 

to know; 
And all her being revell'd in the raptures wild and 

free, 
Which throng in myriads to the heart, in love's first 

reverie. 
Why do we long to linger thus on that bright passing 

ray, 
Which is but as a beauteous flower, and fades as soon 

away, 
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And as a star of summer night which hails a brilliant 

day, 
So pearly-like its radiance, so mournful its decay. 
Oh I who can fail to shed a tear in mem'ry of its 

bloom, 
Or sigh upon the precincts of its lonely, hallow'd 

tomb? 

XI. 

Oh I when the heart world-weary sinks to rest, 

And nightly slumber settles on the breast, 

And sweet unconsciousness away has ta'en, % 

For some short hours, the tightening of the strain >- 

Which eats into the fibres of the brain, ^ 

The groaning treadmill of life's work and care 

Has stay'd awhile its round of toil and wear. 

The eye which gathered, all the daylight through, 

Scene after scene, to crowd that brsdn anew, 

Suspended from its vigil, curtain'd lies. 

And entrance to each ray of light denies; 

The ear no longer busy, as to catch 

Each passing sound it stood upon its watch. 

Lies there unmarked ; the tongpie which wont to play 

A thousand changes on the passing day. 

All mute and hush'd ; the brow's contract of pain 

Smoothed out, unwrinkled, fit for use again ; 

And powerless seems the form, 'tis only breath 

Which separates the sleeping one from death ; 

And painted on that brain, dreams come and go. 

Like the soft shadows on the ^en snow. 

With no sharp edges left to mark their track,-— 

Softly and tenderly they wing them back, 
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And leave to the half-conscious dreamer's sight 
A mind nntraced, nnwrittep, blank, and white : 
And yet again they come, and touch some spring 
Within the soul of that^nnconscions thing, 
And spread in mock'ry some bewitching scene 
Of what might be, or what might once have been, 
Bathed in its beanty ; wakefulness and day 
Teach that such things can ne'er be known to clay. 
And oh I how bitterly, how vainly tries. 
By closing, to bring back nnto the eyes 
What's gone for ever, does that weary heart 
Tnm back to life and action, with a start I 
To life and action — ^how th' unclosing eye 
Looks listless forth, and that deep-heaved sigh 
Tells of the longing for that soul to sever 
From earth, from disappointment, and for ever! 

And so with Meta, when the fading gleam 

Of that wild trance, intoxicating dream, 

Pass'd partly from her, and, in mental pain. 

She woke to cold reality again. 

Oh I 'twas a bitter waking, ne'er had heart 

More deep a struggle, or more keen a dart, 

Than Meta's then, for she had deem'd all fled. 

The lately-kindled embers grey and dead. 

The new-bom hope pierced thro' with many ja doubt. 

The new-bom fire within her soul gone out. 

Strong the temptation was, to sit and muse 

O'er those past hours she could not bare to lose, 

Linger entranced o'er what had been, or. bless 

Each symptom of entire forgetfulness. 
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But those fond words, " God help thee, Meta I " gave 

Wings to her soul to raise it from the grave ; 

" God help thee, Meta ;" seem'd to wa^e and thrill 

Nerve, thought, and energy, to life and will. 

And G^d did help her, and she knelt to Him, 

When all alone her eyes grew teary dim ; 

He gave her power to bear the prickly thorn 

Of cold sarcastic praise, or open scorn ; 

For Him she strung anew and touch'd her lyre, 

But with a strain, a meaning, purpose higher 

Than when all aimless she would raise the song, 

And scorn the faltering homage of the throng. 

And when at night she lifted off her care. 

Like a huge weight, dissolving it in prayer, 

Then she would think of Almund, and her heart 

Live its bright life of happiness apart. 

She dream'd of him on earth, and in that sphere 

He led her soul to know ; 'twas doubly dear 

To think of him an angel, and to prove 

The pure existence in that sphere of love. 

xin. 

Oh I there are minds §o strangely fraught 
With the deep mysteries of thought, 
The buried world of things unseen, 
And things forgotten, which have been. 
Such as a life of thought absorbs. 
And inward turn the visual orbs, 
That blind them to the outer world. 
And set before them, all unfurl'd — 
Like diamond mines before unknown — 
A land of vision, and their own. 
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And rushing on almost unbidden 
To regions. embryo and hidden, 
And in creations half their own, 
Of strange, unfathomable tone. 
Away to some far sphere they wing, 
The palace of their revelling. 
Where intellect unfettered dwells, 
And fancy slightly curbed swells 
With high-wrought visionary shine. 
And colouring that's half divine ; 
There with its lore of unknown things. 
There with its wide all^spreading wings, 
There with its raptures all unchain'd, 
And with its purity unstain'd, 
There with its matchless grandeur free, 
Away from thoughtless levity, 
With all its richness yet untold. 
Alone, majestic, uncontrolVd, 
High above all of earth beside 
In knowledge of th' unknown, untried. 
Such mind untrammell'd, and alone. 
May live a mental life its own ; 
Yet such may vainly seek to bind 
The madd'ning passions of mankind ; 
The torrent for a time may freeze, 
Eegardless of the sighing breeze. 
But one warm, bright, one genial day 
May burst its fetters, and away 
With one wild bound it quick responds, 
More madly for its broken bonds. 
The heart can rule a monarch mind. 
And with its winning wiles can wind 
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Around each fortress of the brain, 
Which can bnt yield, and scarce with pain ; 
And love is queen of every thrill 
That bends the spirit to its will. 
Enchantress of each throbbing breast, 
That charms, in stealing all its rest, 
And substitutes, oh ! things of air, 
Its own vague phantom-shadows there. 

XIV. 

When o'er the unmeasured arch of blue, which spans 

the horizon's girth. 
And undefines a wider sphere than all the stretch of 

earth. 
Some cloud arises, swells, and gains a rich and roseate 

flush. 
Of colour'd beauty, like the hue of womanhood's sweet 

blush. 
The little stranger spreads, and grows gigantic on our 

sight. 
And lays its deepening shade between our vision and 

the light. 
Whence cometh it ? knowest thou, oh I wind that go'st 

careering by ? 
Know'st thou, oh I wind, its birthplace, as it gains upon 

the sky ? 
Oh ! Nature, in thy mysteries, thou art deep, and more 

profound 
Than man's poor febthoming or flight his tether'd mind 

around I 
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Thus, unperceived, o'er Almnnd's life a new sensation 

grew, 
And like that cloud gain'd power and strength each 

following honr anew ; 
The root was stnick, e'er yet within his hearths in- 

vigour'd youth 
He found he loved, yes deeply loved his convert to the 

truth; 
A dream half dreamt, a thought half form'd, an ideal 

shade, a gleam, 
Bising with life and substance forth from things which 

do but seem — 
Or some brown seed unsightly deem'd, a thing to cast 

away, 
Putting forth leaves of beauty or its blossoms oa the 

spray. 
In splendid metamorphosis, with secret life inwrought, 
Were like the new-bom light which glow'd through- 
out his world of thought. 
Tes, Almund loved, and hope grew strong of days and 

years to come, 
When that deep throbbing heart of his might be his 

Meta's home ; 
And day by day, fond thoughts of her came flooding to 

his brain. 
Unnumbered as the crested waves that ride upon the 

main ; 
Sometimes he strove to exile them, or limit their ex- 
tent. 
But back they came ; they would not brook, nor could, 

such banishment; 
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Nor sleep could stay or conquer them, they magicallj 

wrought 
Dissolving views and melting shades in dreams upon 

his thought. 



XV. 



Hast thon, in sleep, when o'er thy mind has crept 
A mental vision, while thine earth-eyes slept, 
Hast thou, in sleep, forgotten all which brings 
Earth with its dead weight, and on spirit wings 
Deemed thine existence spirit, for such breath 
Could ne'er be breathed by mortal but in death ? 
When thou doi^t seem to be approaching near 
To some new region, unhistoric sphere. 
Ethereal, unearthly, but so fair, 
These weary hearts would rpve for ever there. 
Can it be heaven which bursts upon our view. 
Like the small break, the little glimpse of blue. 
Which speaks of hope in yonder sky's lead hue? 
His earthly senses, like the flowers that close. 
Folded and resting ; on his mind there rose 
These spirit visions, oh I how doubly bright. 
For Meta shone amongst and shared their light : 
Meta was there, but not as earthly beam'd 
Her eyes' bright lustre — o'er his spirit gleam'd 
A disembodied angel, it was she I 
All soul, all spirit, all divinity I 
I draw the veil, tongue falters to express 
The force, the splendour, of that earthlessness. 
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The dream was past, the dreamer woke, — woke with a 

sadden start, 
And prees'd his hand, as tho' to still the throbbing of 

bis heart; 
He closed hia eyea, as tho' to hring that vidon back 

He strove, if 'twas t« half recall; he strove, bnt all in 

The sweet delirium vanish'd, and the soft spell-cord 

nnwonnd, 
And radely woke bis sense to life, like a abip that nms 

agroond; 
He long'd to launch it forth again on that bewitching sea, 
That wild enchanted atmosphere of unreality ; 
He mgb'd, as forth it pass'd away, as many erst have 

When tiins entomb'd in cold, bard life, these iniant 
fanciea died. 

Oh I dream-land, lovely dream-land, with thine ever- 
changing scene, 

Where sorrow and her train of woes so little intervene, 

Where heaVnly btmds of wigel-life, embodied, move 
among 

Creations of the dreamer's heart, that rich and quickly 
throng, 

Where every care of hnman birth, and every tinge of 

Are tinctured o'er with shadows of a visionaiy morrow ; 
Enchantment spreads an airy chain, and binds beneath 
her sway, 
~ ~ ' ^t realm so wild and beaulifiil, yet dotunM to decay. 
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Which blooms so brilliant for an hour, so bright, yet 

softly gay, 
Oh I that a thing so sweet should be condemned to &de 

away I 
There is such beauty in a dream, so passioned, yet so 

calm. 
It is a thing to linger o'er, its fleet, its passing charm. 



XVI. 

** Sir Wilward Gray," young Almund said, as he before 

him stood. 
The while his cheek was mantling with his warm and 

fever'd blood, 
" Sir Wilward Gray, thy Meta has, with eloquence of 

soul. 
Won o'er my heart, and every pulse is now in her 

control. 
I do not fear to ask her hand, all wealthless as I live, 
For God's own blessing on these hands can peace and 

plenty give ; 
Refuse it not — thy heart was once in sweet enthrall like 

mine, — 
Refuse not union unto hearts bound in a bond divine." 
Sir Wilward's brow was lowering and centred in a 

firown. 
His eye was thoughtful, and his head was bended slightly 

down; 
But now he raisc^d it gently, and his eye on Almund 

bent, 
As if to read his very soul with keenness and intent ; 
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But Almund did not quail beneath that fix'd and stub- 
born gaze, 
A ray, one soft, stray gleam of light, fall o'er his features 

And then the old man raised his voice, aloud, distinct, 

and clear. 
Upon the quivering earnestness of that attentive ear : 
'' No ; it is not for thee to be a claimant for that hand, 
Which noblemen have ask'd in vain, and princes made 

demand. 
Thou hast my answer, 'tis enough, I say it plainly — 

No;" 
And Almund strove to check the rush of overwhelming 

woe. 
He coldly, stiffly bent his head, each feeling chill'd and 

hidden. 
And forth he pass'd to give a vent to agony unbidden. 

XVII. 

Madly he rush'd to the open air. 
Trusting that nothing of life was there, 
To view reveal'd the wild despair 

Which seized upon his mind. 
His passion'd steps had aimless course, 
Spurred by the spirit's inward force, 
That burst impetuous from its source 

And seemed to unbind 
The very organs of the brain. 
And give to madness and to pain 
The world of feeling passion-slain. 
Which had not power to restrain 

The vent of grief he bore. 
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The realm of thought was all undone, 

The goal of agony was won, 

And setting was young Almund's sun 

Upon a desert shore ; 
When soft a touch, when soft a tone — 
What, did he think himself alone ? 
Oh I who was she that met his eye. 
With arm upraised unto the sky. 
And eyes bent upward silently, 

And li^ht upon her brow ? 
'Twas like a form of heaven's birth, 
Too spiritually pure for earth. 

Which made his passion bow. 
She moved, look'd down, ay, look'd and spoke ; 
The spell, but not the charm, she broke, 

'Twas Meta met his view. 
Her lips which once so smiled with gladness, 
Were tightened now, compress'd with sadness, 
Like some bright star she beamed on him. 
And not a tear had rendered dim 

That deep mute eye of blue. 
" Almund, 'tis God ; within this heart 
I feel, I know, that we must part. 

And meet not but in heaven. 
God knows that I would die for thee.; 
He blasts my heart's idolatry. 

Its idol from it riven." 
Deep struggles raged in Almund's breast, 
His own, his cherish'd dream of rest 

Thus suddenly entombed ; 
His hopes thus rudely snatch'd away. 
The plant he water'd day by day, 
Thus blighted e'er it bloom'd, 

D 
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Strong was tlio conteet, lip and e;e 
Work'd with the inward agony. 

And lo 1 upon hifi brow 
The deep-mark'd lines of grief, which ne'er 
Before had found admisraon there, — 
Ob I is it faith or his despair 

That holds the vict'ry now ? 
" Here, oh ! my God, upon thia spot, 
The love which cannot be forgot, 
Which Bwelle my heart bo bitterly. 
And seeks to bnrst it and be free, 
Here I resign my all to thee, — 
And Meta, fondest, thou art free." 
" God bless thee," softly Meta said, 
Ab downward droop'd the anguish'd head ; 
Each heart was riven to the core ; 
One long last look, there was no more, 
Their sun was set — their parting o'er. 



The mom unclouded broke npon poor Meta's chamber 

fair, 
So joyous, that it seem'd to mock the sorrow reigning 

there, 
An<l she, the lone and saddeu'd one, &tigued wilJi veiy 

Strove but to think — the pow'r was gone, was it not 

better so ? 
Her bair, her rich brown hair thrown back, as if to cool 
; the brow, 

Where new-made marks of pain reveal'd its bnming 

throbbing now. 
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But not a tear had stain'd her cheek ; it bore a hectic 

flush, 
That told all dumbly, but too plain, the warm blood's 

madd'ning rush ; 
The moveless lips compress'd, and set with patient 

agony; 
And then so clear, and ah ! so bright, that lustre-beaming 

eye. 
Which gazed, and with such wild, such strange xmnatural 

brilliancy, 
'Twas lighted, kindled with such fire, with such a fearful 

glow; 
The hands clasp'd firmly to restrain the souVs bewildering 

flow. 
With one low cry, she threw herself upon the untouched 

bed. 
And with a painftd earnestness raised up her burning 

head. 
** God help me I " was her uttered cry, the essence of her 

woe; 
She slept, a swoon-like, death-like sleep, which few on 

earth can know. 

XIX. 

Oh I when the eyes have lost their pow'r to weep. 

And not one thought of sorrow is asleep. 

When the swell'd heart could almost burst and die, 

But could not bear a longer agony. 

When the weak hands seem clasp'd to hold together 

The striving spirit to its human tether. 

And all earth's cords seem waiting to be broken — 

Waiting, oh, waiting I for the fiat spoken. 
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Hast never heard the whisper, " Peace, be still/' 

Or felt the tempest passing at His will ? 

" Oh I ye of little faith," and would ye fear, 

Ye heaved one sigh or shed one unknown tear ? 

And would ye doubt, or could ye even dare 

To think there is unregister'd one pray'r ? 

No, when the heart is lifted, though no word 

From out the lips of clay perchance be heard, 

There is a language which the spirit knows, 

In which it can to Ood its thoughts disclose ; 

The gift of tongues, we've read, and have been told. 

Came to the wise, the holy men of old. 

Still holds its medium between God and men, 

And makes the spirit bold as it did then. 

And oh I are faithful pray'rs then unreplied ? 

Or any wants we breathe of unsupplied ? 

Was he not promised, or has he forgot ? 

Or are ye faithless ? for ye answer not. 

There's no dead-letter office for our pray'rs, 

No waste emporium for our list of cares. 



XX. 



Time pass'd, as time will ever pass, unheeding what it 

brings. 
Unconscious of the load of fate which hangs upon its 

wings. 
The long, long hours pass'd wearily, but Meta bore 

them well. 
Yet how she gain'd that fortitude none round could 

know or tell ; 
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For cheerfulness had gained the place where proud 

reserve had dwelt, 
And almost smiles the deep blue eye where tears had 

thought to melt. 
That strange, cold sleep had brought to her,— oh I 

could it be a dream 
That shone upon her withering heart like a celestial 

gleam ? 
She dream'd the spirit came to her of him she loved so 

well. 
Came with the unforgotten look which graced that last 

farewell. 
And, shedding heavenly radiance aroxmd her drooping 

head, 
An angel smile lit up his face, as thus he whispering 

said : 
" Meta, look up ; I know thy heart is bitter to the 

death ; 
I come to buoy thy spirit up, and aid thy struggling 

breath. 
Our Father sent me hither, and I come to comfort thee ; 
Go, tread upon thy stormy way in full security. 
God loveth whom He chasteneth ; thy sorrows all are 

known ; 
He leaveth and forsaketh not His chosen ones — His own. 
Go forth to do His work on earth, and faith shall make 

thee blest. 
Endure unto the end, and come with me into thy rest." 
She woke, all calm and colourless, and veiling up her woe,* 
She went on her accustomed way as she was wont to do 
She bore, and woman-like, her grief, all hidden patiently. 
And waiting till her time was come, she suffered silently. 
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The wann hearts of the homely poor, in blessings 

scarcely rude, 
Pour'd forth, and fnlly, to her ear, the words of gratitude ; 
Each death-bed knew her fall rich voice in holj words 

of peace. 
And silence held the gathered few until the sound should 

cease; 
She saw the unhappy criminals within their prison den. 
And watch'd for every ray of hope in all the wretched 

men, 
And skilfully she plied her task, and flinch'd not at its 

cares. 
And each poor sinner's name was blent with Almund's 

in her pray'rs. 

But thoughts of him would often come, and vividly 

obtrude. 
And seek with all their force to shake her high- wrought 

fortitude. 
A dream would bring him back again, and days of 

harass wrought. 
And strife and conflict, e'er it could be banish'd from her 

thought. 
Oht how she yeam'd, when all alone her eyes grew 

dewy dim, 
Oh ! how she yearned, from her soul, for heaven and for 

him. 

XXI. 

Enow'st thou the depth of that sad word ^' alone" ? 
^ow it can petrify the heart to stone, 

1 freeze the blood which longs to leap and flow 
>onsive to some other in its woe ? 



H£ART STBUG6LES. 39 

Ask it of those who know, there's many a one 

Whose fondest task of sympathy is done ; 

Ask it of those whose desert hearts are sore 

With thoughts of those who once were, — ^but no more : 

A heart not dry, not cold, and oh ! not dead. 

With powers of frienddiip craving to be fed, 

All the warm voices of the heart in tone, 

And yet all hush'd, all still, and all alone ! 

The same free air around, above, and near, 

The same bright sun to light their sojourn here. 

The same warm summer and the laughing spring. 

But no soft whisper'd heart's dear welcoming ; 

Warm hearts around, and yet those hearts unmoved. 

Yearning to love them, yet by them unloved ; . 

Admired perchance, but that is in the soul 

As one drop of the cistern to its whole — 

One blade of grass upon the wide parterre, 

Only to show the nothingness that's there, 

The utter want of what to call its own. 

An inward voice that cries, " Alone I alone I" 

And yet one tone unheard is there beside. 

Waking the echoes of that cavern wide. 

And softly, sweetly whisp'ring, " I am here," 

Baising the heart from its untimely bier. 

Drawing the water from that barren stone. 

And gently murmuring, " Thou art not alone." 

Sweet heav'nly messenger, oh I welcome thou. 

Fill the lone heart, and write upon the brow 

Thine own sweet comfort where the earth gives tears. 

And help the spirit when the storm-cloud nears. 

Leave not the heart which has thy mercy known. 

For it must die without thee and alone. 
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4 

xxu. 
Within that mind of Meta's, where the swell 
Of e'en her intellect could not dispel 
The fog, the clond, which there awhile would dwell; 
Where e'en her thoughts could not burst thro' to soar 
Up and away that further heaven o'er : 
And that oppressive loneliness, which hides 
The very hope of heaven while it bides, 
And in its undermining seems to shake 
The very keystone of oar faith, and make 
The hunted spirit upward turn, to scan 
If Grod can be more merciful than man. 
Within her heart there lurk'd, when on the brink 
Of that dull apathy, a secret link 
Connecting it with Grod, an unseen chain 
Of telegraph from heav'n unto her brain ; 
And as these thoughts came o'er her, swiffc there flew 
Sofk messages her weary heart unto. 
She lived for God, and loved Him, and her mind 
Only in Him could rest and safety find. 
There are upon this earth, some souls whose life 
Seems not with others, and a constant strife 
With all around them seems their bitter share, 
Their sad unwelcome portioning of care, 
Shut out from sympathy by that unknown 
Within themselves, which makes existence lone. 
Such are the cowardly misanthropes who flee 
Their sphere of action, think obscurity 
A happiness, — alas I fallacious dream, 
Aught without Gk)d can only happy seem, — 
And if they find one bosom which can share 
' leir mind's rich wealth, oh I that becomes a snare ; 



I 
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So strong the passions, that if once set free 

They end in madness or idolatry. 

Yet God is near, He counts the bitter throes, 

And has such care, such guardianship for those. 

He gives an idol, that the heart may learn 

Its strength and brightness, and He lets it bum. 

Then steeps in darkness, and tlie blasted mind 

Deems, in impatience, it is wholly blind ; 

Thou know'st the blinding of extinguished light, ^ 

The dead totality of shade, the night. 

The Yoid all objectless, which mocks the sight. 

Until recovering slowly, lo I the lens 

Again reflects back images to sense ; 

And as the shock is over, stronger grow 

Form, shape, and outline, till at last unclose 

Perception's fsujulty, and all which brings 

To mind and reason earth's material things. 

Thus with our Father, when He takes away 

The brilliant shining of that timeless ray ; 

The heart is black at first, and wholly void, 

And as it wakes is tenderly employed 

To see Him nearer who was once afar. 

And that bright light away, a distant star ; 

Thus will He be the first, the nearest thing 

To catch that spirit's new-bom worshipping, 

And give unto it mental strength of limb. 

To own the closest fellowship with Him. 

XXIII. 

And Almund strove against his love — it was a deadly strife. 
The wound struck home and pierced into the very hold 
of life. 
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He felt that death was creeping on, he knew its aspect 

near. 
Calm in his love of God, the thought had nanght to 

him of fear : 
A strange presentiment in yonth, or some foreshadowing 

thought, 
Had mark'd his life as not for long, his pilgrimage as 

short. 
He traveird &r to other lands, beyond the tossing sea. 
The ancient domes of Oreece and Rome, the views of 

Italy; 
He floated on the waters of the prond and stately Nile, 
And marked the hard and horny back of Egypt's 

crocodile ; 
Yet sickness gain'd her hold on him, and weakness o'er 

the frame 
Which once was noble in its strength, onward and onward 

came : 
And now hissonl was seized with one all-mastering desire. 
To see, hear, Meta once again, his soul seem'd all on fire. 
Swiftly the vessel homeward flew which bore his 

helpless form. 
The rushing paddles cut the waves, 'mid calm, and wind, 

and storm ; 
They met, the parted ones, they met, who could refuse 

it now 
That she should see him once again, death written on 

his brow ? 
The last sweet lingering sunset rays had lighted up his 

face, 

ifiv'n to lip, and brow, and eye, a more than earthly 
race. 
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He spoke, the words were musical, and each sound 
seem'd to urge 

The soul to take its wing to heaven, so angel-like the 
dirge. 

He rose, as though a sudden pow'r were that one mo- 
ment giv'n : 

** Meta — farewell — for ever mine—'We part — ^to meet in 
heav'n." 

A cloud came o'er the setting sun, and on the djing 
face 

A shadow chill triumphant sat, and death had gain'd 
his place. 
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I. 

Esow'st thoa the seed deep buried in the earth, 
Awaiting patiently its second birth,' 
Impregnable alike to cold and heat, 
Unhnrt beneath the tread of many feet. 
In infant embrvo secladed where 
Its little Inngs are strangers to the air, 
Shrouded its future glories, and unknown 
To all its lifeless bed of earth and stone. 
The full vitality from thence to rise, 
Gasimg aside its chrysalis disguise ? 
Enow'st thou its waking, and the swelling strife 
With earth and elements that gives it life ? 
Its infant steps soft gaining in their pow'r. 
While bursting forth to strength of life and flow'r ? 
Enow'st thou the time when, thickly clothed and grey. 
Earth gives but half a welcome to the day ? 
A cold raw fog comes moodily and dull ; 
To fill her folds of drapery to their full, 
When no bright gleam comes dancing from the eye 
Of nature wild in her glad revelry, 
And no soft shadows, like to dimples, seek 
To play the very Venus on her cheek. 
And e'en the roseate hues of eve forget 
To bid farewell to day with fond regret. 
Know'st thou the mind in embryo asleep ? * 
-anced, unwaken'd from its torpor deep, 
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Encased and crusted, with no power to see 
The monarch that it might, that it must be~- 
No power to feel the trammels which it wears 
Of earth-bom prejudice and senseless cares, 
Till, as the burden grows with gathering force, 
The mind impatient will demand its source. 
And find in answer but a cringing slave, 
With mental spade and mattock for its grave: 
The thongs must burst, there is a vigour rife 
With every attribute that breathes of life. 
From every mental fetter spirit freeing, 
In splendid consciousness and sense of being. 

II. 

Such was the mind of one, who bred to know, 
And think, and feel as other Christians do, 
That is in name, a sort of faith by rote, 
Something to learn by words, a kind of coat. 
To look respectable as outside gear, 
Or what the world says all the world should wear. 
It suited well with infant glee and school, 
And rather helped than guarded 'gainst misrule ; 
But time crept on, and spoke of something void, 
Some dormant faculty yet unemployed, 
And the un wrinkled brow, that in its glee 
Told of the spirit's wild activity, 
Seem'd to demand some food, some motive force, 
Either to guide, or to restrain its course. 
Some hidden nucleus, around which to cling, 
Something within itself to be its king. 
Something to dash the darkness from its sight, 
And waken up its energy to light. 
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She felt herself divine, not merely one 

To labour, eat, drink, sleep, and say, " I've done ;" 

She felt the swelling of inunortal fire ; 

Bom in her bosom, leading to aspire. 

And all unconscious of earth's heavy clod, 

She bent her steps to seek the way to God. 

m. 
And as her mind unveil'd, and all alone 
Breathed in the freedom it had long'd to own. 
And the poor mist roll'd off its thin disguise. 
Long vistas then disclosed before her eyes. 
She look'd behind, and lo ! a long arcade 
Reflected back her form in light and shade ; 
Her infant hopes, her dreams, her little fears 
Game with the sweet reality of tears. 
But as she traced her reason to its birth. 
She sought in vain for aught more pure than earth. 
And she retraced the steps her mind had trod, 
To mark their near proximity to God. 
But o'er the wide expanse of heav'n's lost blue 
Naught but the gather'd clouds could meet her view. 
And lo ! she strove in vain to pierce them through. 
Her past existence seem'd to her a dream ; 
Nothing of God, beside some transient gleam 
That floated midway between earth and sky, 
Then, fading into nothingness, pass'd by. 
And as she turn'd she almost 'gan to weep. 
To think her soul had been so long asleep. 

IV. 

There is an emptiness in woman's life. 
First as a daughter, after as a wife. 
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Bnt never as herself to stand alone ; 
She must be part, she never can be one. 
Bat she is like the small and inland lake. 
Tranquil and calm, because it cannot break 
Beyond the boundary of its little shores. 
To match the grandeur of the ocean's roars. 
The wild heart swells this mad desire to win, 
As though 'twould burst the case it struggles in, 
And soars imto its utmost length of chain. 
With naught but disappointment for its gain, 
Naught but the knowledge of its hemisphere. 
The little cage it must inhabit here. 
Or if the prison'd bird escape the snare, 
And wing it back unto its native air. 
To burst again in melody unhush'd. 
Ere morning's self has on the cloudlets blush'd. 
Is it a charm that makes its music still ? 
Is it a charm that stays against its will, 
The untaught psalmody, the native thrill ? 
Is't not the serpent, with its glittering eye 
Bent on the choral beauties of the sky, 
With strange mesmeric pow'r to still the song 
That was so sweet, but not, alas ! so long? 
Such is the power, the spell, that man applies ; 
Scorn is the sting that triumphs in his eyes, 
And cynic sarcasm the poison'd breath 
With which he gives a woman's mind to death. 
Foil'd in the ardour of a soul divine. 
She ponrs its richness 'fore an earthly shrine, 
Bich strains of music tuned to one poor ear. 
And she can live for this, contented here. 
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Oh! woman, when thou lov'st, and when thy sonl 

Hue Btay'd, perchance, beside some earthly goal, 

And deem'd it God, for naught could be bo fair, 

So grand, so noble, if He were not there ; 

When tbou bast traced a meaning in the eye, 

As one might gaae upon a beauteons sky, 

To track the flood of mellow light which glows 

To make eve glad once more before its close ;~ 

When thou hast leam'd to know the look and tone, 

And make them doubly welcome as thme own ; 

When thou hast listcn'd to one word or more, 

And wish'd that moment never might pass o'er — 

Aj, though long years that sound from thee may sever, 

The lingering echoes rove thy heart for ever ; 

Then, when thou'st deem'd that sweet, bright love to clasp 

Within thine own, some^ate, with brutal grasp, 

Has torn it from thee, and thy qniv'ring heart 

Knows in itself what that doth mean — to part, 

Hnw ilost tbou raise that wild, that piteous eye, 

In iilinost madness, up unto the sky, 

SwelI'dwitb its sorrow, strain'd with its despair, 

To find if joy, if happiness were there ? 

How dost thou learn to love religion, then, 

As though 'twould cloak thee from the haunts of men 1 

Hiiw dost thou, then, the look of pity fear, 

Afi if it would unconsecrate thy tear I 

How ilost thou love thy griefs, thy sins to tell 

To tiiose who seem to shrive thy soul so well. 

But only nuse a semblance in thy heart, 

01' which God asks the whole, nor takes a part I 
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VI. 

Woman most concentrate her every thonght, 

And sacrifice her mind's rich gems untaught, 

Before one idol, she can know but one — 

Her all, her centre, and her noonday son. 

Man has from her too much of knowledge hidden, 

And to her touch its glorious page forbidden. 

And lock'd her mind within a narrow cell, 

There to expire or breathe its funeral knell. 

But let him know he cases there the gem, 

That would shine brightest in his diadem. 

And if he gave her sphere or granted scope. 

The first to spur, to lead him on to hope. 

And hearken, ye who would to her deny 

The realm of thought, and reason's liberty : 

Beason she has, and if ye pen it in 

One narrow circle, she can draw within 

Your boasted minds, and clip your vaunted wing, 

And to her standard can your reason bring. 

' Tis thus that Superstition finds a place 

Where e'en the thought should enter with disgrace ; 

'Tis thus that Beauty's semblance is upheld. 

While Beauty's self is from her throne ezpell'd. 

'Tis thus that Scandal finds a ready ear. 

And Calumny will fill the vacant sphere. 

And pour her poison on the stainless air, 

That Freedom fled has left unsullied there. 

vn. 
Yet she had worsbipp'd God, had leam'd to pray 
And some short forms of faith had leam'd to sav 
And every Sabbath day her steps would wend 

E 
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To the accustomed church she would attend ; 
She join'd the services, was wont to kneel, 
And utter words she could not know or feel, 
And in her apathetic sleep would dare 
To own a faith in which she had no share. 
Yet no kind shepherd took her by the hand 
To point some path to that celestial land, 
To warn her, save her, from the dangers near, 
And wake the slumberer to the sense of fear ; 
To rend the veil which bound those sightless eyes 
To all the terror, dread, of its surprise. 
She came to hear their doctrines, it was all 
That lay within their boundary, their call. 
They were content to gain the ears and eyes, 
The poor's dull flattery, comments of the wise, 
While the poor soul which Christ had bid them feed 
Was all uncared for in its spreading need. 
What ! do they dream that all who come to hear 
Are those who know their God, or those, who fear ? 
Let them unveil each heart and look within, 
To find if but the consciousness of sin. 



VIII. 

Say, when the shepherd seeks his flock to guide 
O'er the wide wilderness, as yet untried. 
Does he not urge them gently, one by one, 
And count them often ere the march is done ? 
His gentle influence extends its reach 
In sweet simplicity and love to each. 
And so, oh I minister of God, should thine, 
For love alone can render thee divine ; 
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And oh I is sympathy the hardest task, 
That we should have for its approach to ask ? 
For individual sympathy must be, 
The mystic bond that draws thy flock to thee. 



IX. 

Oh ! would'st thou shun the poor man rich in grace, 

Then think of Lazarus in his resting-place. 

A few short words in gentle kindness spoken, 

Rivet a chain which never can be broken. 

Why shun the rich ? ah I dost thou fear to check 

The sinking spirit ere it is a wreck ? 

Dost fear to touch the weary load of care, 

And teach the heart the angel pow'r of pray'r ? 

Because thine own heart is so full of sin, 

Thou dar'st not let another look within ? 

And art ^hou, then, a soldier of the Cross, 

Bound to count all, the best of things but loss, 

The greatest blessings which this earth can give, 

Loss for the bread of life which bids thee live ? 

I hear thee speak of many a warning given, 

Of many a theme which tells of God and Heaven, 

Urging the sinner onward to the strife ; 

But had they the vitality of life ? 

Hast probed each feeling, startled every sense. 

Lit by the fire of thine experience. 

And told in heart-felt, pray'r-taught eloquence ? 

And hast thou ta'en the sinner by the hand. 

With serious meaning every feature scanned. 

Pierced to the well-spring of some hidden woe. 

The heart's deep buried mysteries to know ? 
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Hast made him feel those sorrows thon could'st share. 
And, as thy fellow-sinner, taught him pray'r ? 
Nay, when he sought to know the things above 
The wide world's knowledge in their boundless love, 
To pierce them through and learn their secrets hidden, 
Then, hast not thou the sacred search forbidden? 
Hast thou not often bid him fear to tread, 
With superstitious mystery and dread, 
That labyrinth alone, which men have spread 
Around the light of truth which God reveal'd, 
The briUiant hopes of blessings unconcealed. 
Hast not thou wam'd him with a fabled woe 
From the free paths which God had bid him know 
Thus with diluted poison hast thou fed 
The hungry soul beseeching thee for bread, 
Lock'd up its energies, and given to death 
A thing which God had made of life and breath ; 
Fostered the germ of poison, and thrown down 
The very step which led it to its crown ! 

Oh ! show me one among the lovely flowers. 
One that can bloom without the sun and showers. 
Without the wild expansive air of heaven, 
The pearly dew to nourish them at even. 
And who can love to see the drooping head. 
The wither'd blossom, and the leaves all dead ? 
Who would not rather give it light and air, 
And leave it in its own luxuriance there ? 
The darkened spirit in bewildering thought. 
And mind with strange and new sensations fraught, 
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Seem'd as tboagb reason must o'erstep its strength, 

Thought was too great, and thus she spoke at length : 

^^ Is Freedom but a word, an empty sound, 

To crash its soaring votaries to the ground, 

To rob the mind of all its noblest part, 

And drain — ^to mock the emptiness of heart ? 

Is it a dream, to make its followers share 

In all the madness of its own despair ? 

Is it a vision, to unhinge the brain 

And wreak its wildness on itself again ? 

Nay, tell me not — Truth quivers on the tongue 

When Freedom's name is uttered, spoken, sung. 

Say, can a phantom, or a shadow, claim 

The wild devotion spent on Freedom's name. 

The hands, the hearts, the almost woi%hip paid, 

The love that clings to — can it be a shade ? 

The souls of heroes, and the countless throes. 

The throbbing agony of nations woes ? 

It moves each heart, the coldest heart, to ire. 

And lights the fagots of nations' fire ; 

And can we then from human bosom sever 

This dear-bought word, this cherish'd one, oh, never I 

And can the budding mind put forth its power 

Without the air of freedom on its flower ? 

The only sunshine through a medium dense 

Which men have placed there to mislead the sense, 

The holy dew of charity all dried. 

Or by a priest doled out and sanctified. 

Oh ! such religion is a waxen flower. 

No scent, no perfume sweet, to overpower 

The senses with its fragrance, or the eye 

With all its beauty, grace, and liberty. 
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The hues too bright, too painfdl to be fair. 
Monotonous and changeless everywhere ; 
No wind to stray its blossoms o'er the grassy 
No, it must bloom within a case of glass. 



XI. 

'^ And men that call themselves the priests of Qod^ 

Upon such hearts as these have ruthless trod> 

Clipped off the bud that freely heavenward grew. 

As though to prove God's best had been their due. 

Can I believe a God of truth would have 

This mind he made already seek the grave ? 

Nay, though I stand upon some fearful brink 

Of sceptic danger, I will pause and think. 

Oh ! that the mind should be enslaved so 

As scarce to call its own, its very woe, 

Not to hold sacred to itself a thought, 

Or dream in freedom of the joys unbought, 

Which God holds out, but not by hand of man, 

For those who worship, those who love to scan. 

Not one pure cherish'd feeling of the heart 

To nourish secretly, or lay apart 

For those sweet hours, when hush'd the feet that trod 

The daylight out upon the darken'd sod, 

The spirit holds communion with its God I 

In the far depths within the heart of man 

Something there dwells which ye can never span 

Who urge confession, for it dwells beyond 

Aught comprehended in your trivial bond. 

Too sacred for your touch, or ear, or eye, 

In proud defiance wings it to the sky. . 
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Yet sacrilegious man has pardon given 
For sins committed 'gainst tlie God of Heaven. 
Can it be thus the hearts that God has blest 
With cnrbless pulses in each human breast, 
The mind, the reason, ibrm'd to roam and glance 
Through all the richness of the world's expanse ; 
Can it be thus, such hearts, such minds are ground, 
And to BerviHty tiius meanly bound ? 
If God there be, and meroiful, oh I why 
Hears He not, answers not, the bitter cry 
Smother'd and stifled, as it swells on high?'* 

xn. 

She felt as tho* a labyrinth had majsed 

Her weary brain as inwardly she gazed, 

And she had almost frantically raised 

Her hand, in all its weakness, to the sky, 

And ^ven her heart in agony to die. 

She sought in other creeds, but could not find 

One that spoke only God unto her mind ; 

One with its purity untamted, free 

From earth's gross tincture of idolatry. 

No, like a corpse half cover'd with its paU 

Sat cold mortality enthroned in all. 

She sought, ay, earnestly, for truth, but ne'er 

Gould she raise up her darkened mind in prayer. 

And with a isicken'd soul, a shuddering sense 

Of man's ungodliness and impotence. 

She tum'd into herself, and sought for rest 

In the wild turmoil of her troubled breast ; 

Some little nook where she might hide for ever 

Those foilM hopes, she strove from thence to sever. 
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Sought to make sterile all her heart's rich sod, 

And root from thence the very trace of God I 

She shmm'd, as does the trembling homicide, 

The light of day, the landscape free and wide ; 

Her fellow-men she shmnk from, fear'd to see, 

So bitter was her griefs intensity. 

And nights of weary vigfl did she keep ; 

She had no power, nor did she dare to sleep. 

Her very thoughts seem'd slowly to mibind, 

And terror, awe,'crept in upon her mind, 

That Qod had left her, and that hope had flown, 

Left her intensely, utterly, alone. 

She dared not kneel, for in her spirit-sight 

She felt, she knew, herself a hypocrite. 

And slowly faith went out, and spark by spark 

As embers of a fire, and all was dark. 

xni. 

Oh I hast thou known when o'er the earth's fair face 
Shadows are darkening to immure her grace. 
And thickening gloom with cold majestic sweep 
Veils up her beauty in its sombre deep ; 
Nature seems awed, and e'en the rebel wind 
A key unheard enough can scarcely find 
To harmonize and match its pitch of sound, 
In dead tranquillity to all around ; 
And very life upon the earth seems numb, 
And all her voices hush'd, and still, and dumb ; 
Than hast thou mark'd a little skylight break 
U monotony of that opaque ? 
owing rays come stealing one by one 
: back earth's allegiance to the sun ? 
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xnr. 
The lonely spirit which had lost its God, 
Wildly gazed forth upon the dewy sod, 
Upon earth's loveliness, and mark'd the reign 
Of laws unerrmg, and so free from stain. 
So fall of troth, so faultless, and so pure, 
So grandly everlasting, and so sure ; 
She stood appall'd, it seem'd to her a scroll 
Which she had ne'er had power to unroll ; 
Her sad heart swelUd, for e'en the ground she trod 
Seem'd to own voices, *'It is God, 'tis God." 
In glad humility, in almost glee. 
Downward she bent the not unwilling knee. 
And as a child comes bounding to the smile 
Of one it loves, with sweet, and infant wile. 
So with her rapturous glee. The clouded sky, 
And all earth's beauteousness, before her eye 
Breathed of the God which she had sought to know, 
And as a mist so disappear'd her woe. 
" Lord, I believe ; " and from her heart a chord 
Of harmony came whispering on each word ; 
A swell of music from a harp unstrung 
Till the bright gleam of faith had given it tongue, 
An earthly echo of the lyres, that raise 
The grand eternity of Heaven's praise. 

XV. 

Her very soul had gain'd a second youth, 
In this her finding of the sought-for truth : 
And pray'r, unutter'd pray'r, which seem'd to break 
Wordless, yet speaking of her mind awake, 
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Seem'd, as it swelled to give her life, and led 

The fainting soul to know its God sent bread. 

There was a volume in her tender age, 

She might have told the words of many a page, 

Womanhood banish'd from her thoughts and eyes, 

The unknown treasures of the hidden prize ; 

She heard it quoted and its precepts read. 

But as a thing of words and spirit-dead. 

Of yore she deem'd the very language one 

Sunk to the precincts of oblivion. 

She deemed it sacrilege, as she was taught 

To bend to such a holy thing, her thought. 

And own'd a superstitious claim to bind 

A faith mechanical unto her mind ; 

Taught 'twas a sin, a grievous sin to doubt. 

And so the power of faith was blotted out. 

Yet now, when all her inward life had burst 

From every coil that fetter'd it at first. 

And the immortal soul had broken free, 

To wing its way unto its deity. 

Now when the page lay open to her eye, 

In all the splendour of reality, 

She knew the written words of God were there, 

And read them with her, very heart in prayer 

Strange was the light which glowed upon each line, 

Each written word upon the page divine. 

Her heart was melted, and she bow'd her head 

Like a poor lone one asking to be fed. 

XVI. 

'Tis not the dread submission, blind belief, 
Which slave to master gives in abject grief, 
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' Tis not the nnreason'd thought, dictated word, 

The very grave of reasoning minds which heard, 

That our great Master asks from us to give, 

Bids us behold, read, think upon, and live. 

Search, is the great command, search deeply there. 

Bring every thought and faculty to bear. 

Each in his power and noble strength array'd. 

Each with his deepest questioning outlaid ; 

Experienced age, and wild impetuous youth, 

Search, deeply search, seek, yearn for, find out truth. 

Gome near, ye scoffers, come, can ye endure 

The purging of an atmosphere so pure ; 

Gome near, and bring your cavilling, your strife. 

Your gaseous fiemcies to the Book of Life. 

Murmur at words, expressions, things of naught, 

And dare to say they've little, nothing taught, 

Bring forth your arguments and lay them bare, 

I see them fnelt to nothingness, to air. 

What, would ye mock at words, your little hour, 

Because your minds, with all their vaunted pow'r. 

Fail in the piercing of that meaning deep 

Ye shrink from, in your dead, your poisoned sleep. 

Enow'st thou the steam-car as it rushes by, 

Grushing the things that in its pathway lie, — 

Would'st thou be there? Scoffer, would'st thou be 

there? 
List to the wide world whispering beware I 
Lay not your life upon its destined track. 
Though one short hour may keep its terrors back, 
Look to the truth before you and debate. 
Ere with its power it comes t' annihilate. 
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xvn. 



'' ' Tis not in man," within hersdf she cried, 
*"Tis not in man, nor in the lordly pride 
Of human intellect, though wide its tread 
O'er fields of science and of history spread. 
' Tis not in man, nor yet within the span 
That bounds the mental energies of man ; 
'Tis not in learning, for the ponderous tome 
Opens no path to lead the spirit home ; 
Nor in the innate property of thought, 
Nor leam'd by mortal, nor by mortal taught, 
The strictest discipline, the hardest rod 
May teach of fear, but never Faith in Gk)d. 
Look to the child, that with its beaming eyes 
Scans, with an untaught happiness, the skies, 
And all below on which they chance to fedl, 
And with its simple faith, * God made it all.' 
Look to the heathen, 'neath his forest tree, 
Only just waken'd from idolatry, 
Owning his new faith with a joy so sure, 
Part of himself, inseparate, secure. 
Ask him his reason, or his hope to show, 
Sweetly he looks to heaven, and says, ' I know.' 
And ye who strive to thread the weary maze 
Of minds' intricacies, and *mid the haze 
Of clouded chaos, work your way to heaven. 
And scorn the Way, the only true Way given ; 
Know, 'tis a thing of God, and owns its birth 
Too high for all the consciousness of earth, 
And more profound than is the deepest well 
"•man wisdom sunk in sage's cell. 
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No mental tower of Babel mocks its skies, 
Whence rays from heaven can lighten human eyes ; 
Nay, for its power is found in the untaught, 
And to the wise, unsearchable, or naught. 
For 'tis a theme which God has made his own, 
A secret watchword of his heavenly throne ; 
Oh, undecipherable writ I celestial scroll I 
Bom as the breath of God within the soul, 
Bequeathed to babes, and to the virgin mind. 
When knowledge — ^wisdom — yet are undefined. 
A separate thought, a knowledge all innate, 
Making the soul itself a duplicate. 
No powerful lens can make its far-ofif light, 
A thing discernible to mortal sight ; 
Yea, proud one, kneel upon thy bended knee, 
To ask Qod*s solving of its mystery. 
And leave thy rays of wisdom, they are clay, 
Brought to the light of that refulgent day. 
Oh, doff thy learning proud, and meekly turn 
In sweet humility to bend and learn. 
And in the unpenned volumes of the earth. 
The pictured page beneath her spacious girth, 
Th' unlettered printing spreads from page to page, 
Folding the records of its every stage ; 
And still unfolding to each rebel mind 
Among the sceptic millions of mankind. 
The grand refuting of their every doubt. 
With power to wipe their blotted ink -page out. 
Yet, come not hither, if thine eyes are blind 
To aught pf beauty save thine own dull mind, 
And come not, if thou think'st to bend, or rule, 
Or the wild wind will whisper thee a fool. 
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Bat come in sHence, with thy tongue all mute, 

Ceasing to cavil, murmur, or dispute. 

Waive for a time the rancour of thy hate ; 

Leave for a time thy fury of debate ; 

Come with thine appetite, all fresh to drink 

Nature's grand glories in herself; and think. 

And thus, bereft of all the fatal dross 

Deceit gives forth, to varnish o'er and gloss 

The fatal poison she essays to hide 

In cherish'd secrecy, 'neath blazon'd pride ; 

And thus, bereft of all the mists that rise 

In dread fatality before thine eyes 

From fever'd prejudice, that stings, and dies — 

Deprived' of every taint thy mind has worn. 

And every weight thou mentally hast borne ; 

Come thou, unscathed, thy mind with nothing fraught, 

Save the grand impulse of thine inward thought. 

In almost purity, unbound and free 

From each foul trace of thine impiety." 
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TRUTH. 

I. 

Who has not felt the hungry void unfilFd, 
Of soul, mind, reason, and has never wiird 
To pierce thro' more than earth has power to see, 
And claim some kindred with its Deity ? 
Oh ! 'tis a bitter task to wait, and yet 
Can we break free ? that we impatient fret 
Against the bondage, that with galling chain 
Binds a thing bom of heaven to mortal brain. 
Yet in its stay on earth, there is, must be, 
Some gleaming spark of immortality : 
" The spirit willing, where the flesh is weak," 
To task its utmost, till its powers may break ; 
But earth's belongings shield them from the lance, 
And place themselves in proud predominance, 
Till the divine succumbs to what is clay. 
The spirit bends, its master earth t' obey. 
The mind of man was made to soar on high, 
Nor can it live without its liberty ; 
See how it rises on its wings, to win 
Some home more suited to its origin ; 
And seeks to spurn the clay that clogs it down 
To cold, dull patience for its waiting crown. 
Is there a mind that has not wrought its thread 
To prove Truth living, or to find it dead ? 
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Can there exist one heart, one mind unbuming, 

Or in some deadly stupor still unyeaming? 

The mind's bright hinges clogged with years of rust, 

And e'en its orbs of vision filUd with dust ? 

One that has never entered on the strife, 

That calls again the sleepiog mind to life ? 

One that remains nnwakened, unalarm'd ? 

One that has being, and is self-embalm'd ? 

With every torpid faculty unwrought, 

SeaVd up, and strangled every struggling thought, 

Like the fall'n monarch of a conquered nation, 

Closing each sense unto its desolation ! 

Oh I is it life, that thus can case and sheath 

Itself in coffins, e'er it tastes of death ; 

And love the nauseous things which on it prey, 

To hide from heaven and the light of day? 

Truth I tis a sound that ages past have known. 
But one well-nigh forgotten in our own ; 
Drooping alone its sad unhonour'd head, 
Unblest, unknown, unloved, uncherish^d, 
Misguided earth, a mist has covered thee, 
And shrouded o'er thy heaven-bom purity. 
And veil'd thy beauty from thy childrens' eyes, 
Or hid its richness in a mean disguise ; 
And like an opium spell has bound each sense. 
And quench'd the power of truth's grand eloquence, 
And laid to sleep that freedom of the heait 
Which is its best, its truest, noblest part ; 
"^^s grand defence against each wily foe, 
triumph over, crush, and lay him low. 
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The strongest fire within the human l»east| 
Why is it sleeping, torpid, and at rest ? 
The fearful epidemic spreads its way 
Noiseless, unheeded on its destined prey. 
Voiceless, invisible, it spreads its breath, 
And silently goes hand in hand with Death. 
It mows the fairest of a nation's flower, 
In all its dreaded tyranny of power. 
And makes the proudest and the strongest knee 
To bend, and quake, before its mystery : 
That mystery unravelFd, which appals 
The heart, the soul, the mind, which never £bi11« 
From off its fearless height to bend to aught. 
That can be seen, heard, reasoned with, or fought. 
And thus, with unsuspected wile, Deceit 
Spreads out her net to catch the heedless feet, 
And^ tyrant-like, intoxicates each sense 
To all its grief, .unknown of, but intense — 
And even those who deem they stand alone — 
She makes the servile creatures of her own ; 
But blinded, deafened, reasonless, insane, 
And all unconscious of their tightening chain, 
They yield a forced obedience to the spell, 
And know not how, e'en if they dared, rebel. 



ni. 

We know and own the mockeries which throng 
With every utterance of life and tongue ; 
The title '^ friend '' sounds meaningless, alas I 
We know it, feel it, but we let it pass, 

p 
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And thuB the cheriflb'd word we long for, "dear," 
Is made a word of heartless court's^ here. 
A word held sacred by the thought of Hhn, 
Who gave to anguish every qnivering limb, 
Because He held us dear ; and we, alas ! 
Unsanctify the word, — and let it pass — 
Thus, with a ruthless hand we can destroy 
The very well-spring of our hope and joy, 
Burst the sweet link, the one connecting chain, 
'Tween earth and heaven, which God has let remain. 
The very pathway of the spirit's flight 
Dashed into darkness, into deadly night. 
Oh I if ye see, within some stray one, shine 
The light of truth, then know that one divine ; 
A chosen vessel, a conducting wire 
For some high message in electric fire. 
The more of truth we own, the more our birth 
Seems as in heaven, and this weary earth 
A grave, a burial-place which all must share. 
E'er they can breathe their own, their natal air. 



IV. 

Why should we give ourselves the fruitless task 

To make our every act and word a mask ? 

To weave a cover for our every thought, 

And all, alas I for something worse than naught ? 

Why should we fear to cast the weary clod 

From off the hearts that shrink from man and Ghxl? 

Why fear to throw the mask we hate away, 

And be as open as the light of day ? 
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Is it not shame, and vanity, and pride, 

Which prompt us thus to cover up and hide, 

With fairest seeming, all the festering wounds 

With which each heart corruptible abounds ? 

While God looks deeper in the souFs abyss 

Than aught heal'd o'er by human artifice. 

And can the tatter'd garb conceal from men 

What it essays to cover ? — ^listen then, 

How all our frailties, more than all, are sung 

Forth to the world by many an evil tongue. 

What can be seen, they linger not to tell. 

And what is hidden, Fancy helps to swell. 

Did we but know the blessedness of truth. 

The lightness which it gives, the strength, the youth. 

To our own enfeebled souls, we should arise, 

And cast the dizzy film from off our eyes, 

And waken from the almost deadly sleep 

That binds us in its power so still and deep. 



V. 

Say, when the dog, in all his gladness, bounds 

Obedient to the call his master sounds, 

And paints his pleasure in his trusting eyes, 

Is there a sign that tinctures of disguise ? 

And when the hors6 spurs swiftly o'er the green. 

And combats with the air so fresh and keen. 

That seems his wild free spirit up to buoy ; 

Oh I does he then essay to hide his joy ? 

Or when the lark is springing to the sky, 

In all his love for air and liberty, 

And singing forth so free and joyously, 
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Is it not tmth that sparkles in his lay, 

His exultation of the opening day ? 

And when the gentle shower, the gentler dew, 

Have fed the flowers of every shape and hue, 

Mark how the tender blossom down is bent. 

In mutest giving of acknowledgment. 



VI. 

And shall creation's lords bow down in fear, 

That soulless beings ne'er acknowledge here ? 

And shall the master, hang the shamM head. 

And of his very species own the dread ? 

Must we be lowest in the scale of life. 

With thought, word, action, reason, feeling, rife ? 

Why should we yield our sceptre to the brutes. 

And be inferior e'en in our disputes ? 

Why veil our face, our word, our thought, our mind, 

In meanest subtlety before our kind ? 

And give and take the fulness of our years. 

Not in pure joy, but in deceit and tears ? 

Man, oh I misguided man, where, where is Truth ? 

Veil'd in our age, what clearly shone in youth, 

Bteep'd in a degradation worse than shame ; , 

We spread dishonour o'er her honour'd name, 

And crush each joy which does not own its birth. 

Among the faded, wither'd ones of earth : 

And drag that majesty from off the brow. 

Which God had placed unsullied there till now. 

We cast down reason from its native place. 

And mar God's image in the human face, 

^nly to know our madness, our disgrace. 
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Is it to teach ns grief? to bring despair ? 
To spread pollution on the spirit's air ? 
To drug the soul with poison till it die ? 
I cannot more — ^but shall we pass it by ? 

VII. 

Brothers and sisters, on this earth below, » 

Oh I tell me not we're doom*d, foredoomed to woe ; 

Say, are the merry chime-bells used to toll 

The last farewell of some departing soul ? 

And Nature's chimes, in all their brilliant mirth, 

Waking to music every voice on earth. 

In all its wilderness of flood and sky, 

Of fertile valley and of mountain high ; 

The splendid hues of plant, and tree, and flower, 

That bloom, and sometimes die, within an hour ; 

God's festive chimes, that vibrate in the heart 

With something of Himself, ere they depart ? 

Speak they of sorrow, as the wind wings by, 

Catching their tones to swell his minstrelsy ? 

Speak they of sorrow, in their noontide dress ? 

Speak they of sorrow in their loveliness ? 

Joy is the heraldress of joy, and sweet 

Are the bright flowers that bloom beneath her feet 

Oh ! can such harmony exist in flowers. 

May we' not claim some portion of it ours ? 

With not a thought the world may prompt to hide. 

That word so sweet, bewitching, when untried. 

» 

VIII, 

Oh, Thou, Almighty one I unbind our ey^s, 
Ere the last spark of light within them dies, 
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Ere the dread cnrtain falls o'er tbem for ever, 

Praise Thy great arm and make its kingdom, never — 

Oh I crush the power of many-tongaed Deceit, 

And make the coward tremble at thy feet, 

And hurl destruction down upon its head, 

Bid the impostor grovel with the dead. 

And leave no trace, no token of its life. 

To stir up innocence to war and strife, 

To play the cankerworm with all that's fair, 

And beautiful, and stainless, everywhere ; 

Oh I rend the fatal poison from her hand, 

And heal the wounds which fester in our land. 

And staunch the sores that from its stings have bled. 

The worm must die, ere death itself is dead. 



IX. 

The world's great Architect Himself is Truth, 

Great in His power, but greater in His ruth ; 

Truth is the law with which He guides and makes. 

Truth the great force with which He bends and breaks. 

Look to His works, the wonders of His hand. 

The wide extent of firmament and land, 

The giant ocean to' his hollows bound, 

Chain'd his great strength, and hush'd his dreaded sound. 

Look to the canopy that veils from eye 

Of feeble mortals, the blue arch of sky. 

See the soft curtain gaining force and power. 

And changing ceaselessly from hour to hour. 

Till earth drinks gladly of its falling shower. 

See the bright planets in their ether track. 

The world's great timepiece, and its almanack ; 



} 
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Each to his area, his cirole keeps, 
And, save to mortal eye, nor tires nor sleeps : 
True to his work, the course which God has given, 
To form the spangled network of the heaven. 
Look to the moon's bright spirit-gleam at night, 
With soothing beauty full upon the sight, 
Tet waning to its fieiintest crescent thread. 
Seeking with dark oblivion's self to wed ; 
With faultless truth she traverses the sky, 
And smiles a welcome as the clouds flit by. 
And keeps her watch upon the hearts that dream 
Low on earth's couches 'neath her soft low beam. 
Look to the lightning, making, as it flies, 
A self-created mirror in the skies ; 
The wild re-echoing thunder, with his roar 
Of huge magnificence, appalling power I 
Look to the waves, with tidal ebb and flow ; 
Look to the mountains, with their locks of snow ; 
Dig to their bosoms, and bring forth to air 
The chronicles of worlds, of ages there. 
Look to earth's drapery of plant and tree. 
Forest and prairie stretch from sea to sea, 
And grow, and bloom, and live to sip the dew. 
Fade, and decay, and droop, and wither too. 
The myriad lives that in this wide world throng, 
Filling the air with moving life and song ; 
And every detail of the world around 
To one great principle, one law, is bound. 
Truth is the lever, the great guiding force, 
That gives each attribute its destined course, 
To which the universe is slave, and bends 
In mute obedience to the law she sends. 
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8he holds the reins of worlds within her grasp, 
And ages rank as children in her clasp. 
Yet man, a speck, an atom of the whole, 
Dares to break Truth from off his pnny sonl, 
Stirs up his fellows 'gainst her power to rise, 
Swells like a bubble from the earth, and dies t 
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I. 

Bright was the day, and the evening calm. 

And the moon-beams half lit the breezy balm 

That wafted the odours of summer by, 

Like incense, to the deep blue sky. 

And the wind's soft sigh with its hushing wail 

Mingled with songs of the nightingale, 

And the 'whispering aspen seem'd to quiver 

Li breathing its thoughts to the silent river. 

Unruffled by waves it seemed to be. 

And roU'd in its voiceless majesty. 

Slowly it moved, and it seem'd to bear 

Time on its bosom away, and where ? 

And on its banks the greensward grew, 

And many a lovely wildflower, too. 

And two were there in their youth's bright flow'r, 

For they loved the twilight's shadow'd hour, 

And they loved the skies with deepening tone, 

But, alas ! they loved not these alone. 

And one was bright, and gay, and fair, 

With spirits like a thing of air, 

And, oh I she had a dark-brown eye. 

Unfailing in its witchery ; 
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Which, when it sought to gain a smile 

Was ne'er resisted in its wile, 

And beam'd like some bright midnight star, 

Brought from its home in the realms a&r. 

And, oh ! how truly it expressed 

The thoughts, unbidden, of her breast. 

And oft, too oft, it did reveal 

What she, in silence, meant to feel ; 

Or, when it quivered with care ; 

Or, when 'twas raised in fervent prayer ; 

Or, when it b«nt in feeling kind, ' 

Speaking its answer to her mind ; 

Or, when 'twas moisten'd with a tear 

That fell in friendship's bondage dear ; 

Or, when in joy it sparkled bright, 

And shone in fascinating light ; 

Or, when impress'd with Nature's voice. 

Joining with all things to rejoice ; 

Her eye still kept its hidden charm, 

And wrested from each heart its calm. 

O'er heart and mind, and sight, and sense, 

She held some magic influence ; 

She could a thousand hearts inspire 

With glimpses of her own bright fire ; 

She scarce was beautiful, and still 

She moulded others to her will. 

And then her words, that flow'd along 

Like music, or the voice of song ; 

While rich imagination blent, 

And colours to the fancy lent : 

That fiancy which so sweetly wrought 

The earnestness of every thought ; 
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And tongae or lips might never tell — 
Not those that knew her magic well- 
The fascination of that spell. 
Her every movement in the dance 
Was with a swan-like elegance, 
And when she walk'd, her airy tread 
Conld scarce be heard as on she sped. 
She knew all tempers and all moods, 
And won the love of multitudes, 
And every second gaze on her 
Would seem to make her lovelier ; 
She knew she had the envied power, 
To pour such joy into an hour, 
As made that treasured hour to be 
An era in life's history. 
The other, too, was young ; but he 
Might neither proud nor handsome be : 
But, oh I he loved ; and eye and ear 
Bent fond idolatry to her. 
Who thus beside him seem'd to be, 
Alas I his earth's divinity. 
He pleaded not of beauty's fame. 
He pleaded not an ancient name, 
Nor pleaded he of shining gold. 
Or heritage from sires of old : 
He pleaded but the tale of love, 
Smiled on, and wept by stars above ; 
He pleaded but his depth of soul, 
And placed it at her own control, . 
That soul which for its life on earth. 
But for her love was nothing worth. 
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And, oh ! he worsbipp'd her the while, 
His very life was is her Bmile ; 
The murmure falling from her tongue, 
Deep in his heart had svtoik and rang, 
His life, his breath, was all her own. 
And feeling trembled at the tone, 
Tbat rang in wild and deep desptur, 
Cold on her heart, and perish'd there. 
And Btjll he apoke — then eilence kept 
Until his h^art within him wept. 
He listen'd not, nor beard the sound 
Of buzzing motbs and flies around, 
Nor waves which voiced the river stream ; 
The world and all it held a dream. 
The breeze was cbill, he felt it not, 
For cold and heat were both forgot. 
But when she spoke, each accent fell 
With all her sweet and charmM spell. 
Like heaven itself nnto his ear. 
Was there a tone be did not bear? 
She spoke the beauties of the scene. 
So rich in its luxuriant green. 
She stay'd to linger at each tree, 
As tho' fresh beauty there to see, 
8poki? of the earth, the sky above. 
But not one quivering note of love. 
She sbow'd the deep, and starlit bine, 
Half temper'd to the moonbeams' hue. 
Id aliuoat rapture of the scene, 

^d night's sweet creBcent-crowned quecD. 
Irank in ereij sound that came 
fuel Co the thiiEty flame ; 
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And on his wounded spirit pour'd, 

Afresh, the poison that had gored : 

And almost maddened as to fear 

The voice he lived, he breathed, to hear, 

Once more he prayed her to be 

His sharer in life's destiny. 

But when she breathed her answer. Nay ! 

Life from his heart was gone away ; 

For was not she his life and stay — 

She who had said that bitter, Nay ? 



II. 

It was when night had cast her veil around, 
And in her silent hours forbade a sound. 
And darkness with the starlight combat held, 
Till the moon rose, and every contest queird, 
And sleep had claimed many for her own 
Within the precincts of the little town. 
The watchman walk'd his rounds with varied pace. 
And closer drew his mantle to his face ; 
And to himself in grumbling tones repined, 
The biting coldness of the midnight wind. 
And now, who wakes the silence of the street. 
And slowly slacks his pace so wildly fleet ? 
Lo I 'twas the same who had three years before 
Suck'd up the venom of that sorrow sore ; 
And all the time the rankling poison borne, 
And still his soul in agony was torn. 
Oh I how the heart that loves has strangely grown 
To love the very aspect of the stone, 
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Or brick, which holds within the cherish'd prize, 

Aa tho' transparent to the spell-bound eyes. 

He gazed in wildness on the sky above, 

Then on the house which held his lady love ; 

He watch'd a window, carefully 'twas raised ; 

His breath seemed chain'd to silence as he gazed ; 

Some shadowed faces show'd themselves, tho' dim ; 

A ringing laugh burst forth deriding him. 

Know'st thou the time, when prick'd with fearful pain, 

The nerves, the heartstrings, stand their utmost strain. 

And, in a swoon-like stupor, mind and sense 

Survey the ashes when the fire's gone hence. 

Did they believe that heart was made of steel? 

Could they suppose his passion could not feel ? 

Oh, Ood I he knew the torture of distress. 

That wounded him with rankling bitterness : 

'Twas like a flood of agony, to roll 

Overwhelming all of life within his soul. 

He walk'd away, cold sorrow for a token 

To testify his heart was not yet broken. 

He long'd, he wish'd, he pray'd, that he might die. 

And wildly yearnM after sympathy. 

It never came, and he had no relief. 

But bore within himself the taunting grief ; 

Oh ! yes, he bore his sorrow all alone. 

The cold earth would not claim him for her own. 

His hopes were gone, like summer lightning fled, 

And though he lived, to happiness was dead ; 

Yet too alive to know the taste of rest, 

As once he did a never-failing guest. 

The past, his fondest dream, his welcome sleep, 

To think of her he loved so well, and weep. 
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m. 

Another scene, and one was by his side, 
Whom, at the altar, he had vow'd his bride, 
Not she he loved, so deeply loved before, 
For this was one like him whose he'art was sore ; 
He did not love her, and she scarce loved him, 
Although she sighed, and her eye grew dim ; 
Her heart was with the loved one of her youth, 
Who left her lonely for another's troth. 
And was he thinking of his new-made bride ? 
Ah I no, his thoughts were far, too far away. 
And though his hand, yet not his heart, was tied. 
Another's tones were ringing forth that — Nay, 
In fancy he could see that charmM eye. 
Those lips of power that parted, and from whence 
Came forth the cause of many a bitter sigh, 
Blended with all her untold eloquence. 
He thought upon the years that he had lost. 
He thought upon the grief his love had cost ; 
He thought, and, oh ! it rankled in his brain, 
A living witness of a living pain. 



IV. 

The sweet enchantress sank into the grave, 
Her talents, beauty, and herself a slave, 

Unto the silent tomb. 
Beloved as ever, she had sunk away, 
And as a moonbeam's far too transient ray 

E'en such had been her doom. 
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And in her life's last honrs did not forget 
Him who had loved her with such fond regret. 

Such mourning faithfulness. 
And as she died, there beamed a grace 
Of more than earth upon her figure, 

To give it peacefulness. 
Her brown eye beaming yet, and bright, 
And still Hwas with a shaded light, 

And darkness as intense 
As when its rich expression broke, 
And all in health it sparkling spoke 

Its own proud eloquence. 
But misty dimness gathered there, 
And shrouded all which had been fair, 

To grace triumphing death. 
With many a smile to weeping love, 
And many a prayer to God above, 

She drew her farewell breath. 
Aod many a heart was touched or torn, 
And many a bosom heaved to mourn, 

And many an eye was weeping ; 
And many a sigh was heard to heave, 
And many a voice was raised to grieve. 

With sorrow thus in keeping. 
But what felt he of whom I told. 
He who in sorrow had grown old, 

Whose heart was hers alone ? 
Before she died, she sent a token, 
To show that friendship was not broken, — 

To him a precious loan. 
He press'd it closely to hia heart, 
Nor would he with that trifle part 

For all the wide wide earth. 
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And there it lay upon his breast, 
Memorial of a spirit blest ; 

Oh 1 who can tell its worth I 

V. 

Again, again, he views the scene 
Where she had once in beauty been, 
He walked where she had walk'd with him ; 
And many a time his eyes grew dim. 
And many a time his cheek grew pale. 
And e'en his voice would sometimes fail : 
Perchance a silent tear might stray. 
Unchecked, unheeded, on its way. 
He loves the Memory-peopled spot, 
Whose history ne'er can be forgot. 
Bound to his heart by every tie, 
Of the enchantress Memory; 
Bound to his heart by every tone 
That whispers in the wild wind's moan ; 
Bound to his heart by every thrill, 
Which seems the very heart to fill 
With that deep sorrow now as keen. 
As &esh in mind as e'er, I ween. 
The cherish'd image of her face, 
Her tone, her smile, her figure's grace. 
Do they not flit before him now ? 
His hand is pass'd along his brow ; 
He^ feels, he knows that he is old, 
His once beloved one stiff and cold. 
That memory alone can bring 
Such long-past visions on the wing. 
And waits for his appointed rest, 
With her among the angel-blest. 

Q 
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AN APPEAL FROM THE OPPRESSED 

TO THE FREE. 

I. 

We ask not, oh I ye free-born, figh. 

To bring the wrong'd ones to their right : 

We ask not armies from afar, 

And all the fearfulness of war, 

That would but seal our country's doom^ 

And make our Italy a tomb. 

We ask not pity ; can we want 

To ape the pitied mendicant ? 

We ask not tears, for we can weep 

A silent passion, strong, and deep. 

We ask not smiles, we do not live 

On such as earth or man can give ; 

Far brighter rays illume our bowers. 

The sweetest smiles of heaven are ours* 

We ask not help, for God can make 

A thousand foes before us quake ; 

We ask not bread, for tyrants feed 

The very hearts they make to bleed. 

But brethren in a Christian land, 

Give us your friendship, and your hand, 

Your warm hearts echo to our own. 

Your cheers to spur and help us on ; 
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But more tban all we ask from you 
From out your inmost heart, and true, 
We ask you all, and each, to bear 
Our names, our sorrows, in your prayer. 



Pray for our young, and for our old. 

Pray for the hearts which might have told 

A tale to make each hearer quake. 

To know such tyranny awake, — 

Abroad ! upon this earth of ours ; 

Abroad 1 and with ungovem'd powers : 

A power to make the strongest die. 

In bondage or obscurity. 

And more, to bind the very soul. 

And clog it till its heavenly goal 

Is lost, and, with no power to die. 

It sinks to stony apathy. 

And e*en the young, the innocent. 

With soaring mind and heart unbent, 

Is wiled away by many a snare. 

And stained, then left to its despair. 

While all of God to know or see. 

Is bound up in profanity. 

And when the soul, with natural bent. 

Soars upward to the firmament. 

Some priestly hawk comes down, and kills. 

Or every holy impulse stills. 

How the pure heart must shrink from all 

Which they their God and worship call ; 
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And in its bitterness give np 

All ! for the poison in the cnp : 

Nor yet allow'd to analyze 

The draught, in which its own death lies. 

No hope, no power, to resist, 

Becomes a hopeless atheist. 

A power, to make the veins which run 

'Neath Italy's transcendent son, 

As empty of their warm life-blood, 

As if cold death had tapp'd its flood. 

And left a corpse all pale and cold 

With the dead heart that was so bold. 



m. 

Pray for the tortured captive crew. 

So suffering, not alas I so few. 

And yet so faithfcd, and so true — 

Pray that the hearts, which should have trod 

The masters of their native sod. 

May still have strength to greet the day 

When we their brethren will away. 

In one strong band of unity. 

To lead them from their prisons free. 

And pray to Him, who makes us strong 

In rightful cause against the wrong. 

Who breathes into our breast the fire 

That can but conquer, or expire ; 

Pray unto Him, oh ! brethren, pray. 

That He may speed for us the day I 
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That He may give as strength to fight 
Like Christians in the cause of right. 
Arm'd with a strong overpowering will, 
Onward to conquer — ^not to kill. 
Onward to make our children free, 
And tread, as ours, dear Italy. 

IV. 

Pray for our women, hapless things I 
For every day new tidings brings, 
To rend some other tie apart, 
And break some yet unbroken heart : 
To rend some husband, child, away, 
To swell the number of their prey, 
And make another paving stone 
For cruel feet to trample on. 
Pray for our children, bom to learn 
Italian fire within them bum. 
The fair young brow, where infieuit glee 
Should revel in its infancy, 
Scorch'd with the sense of injury, 
Will spring to action yet a child, 
Fiird with the indignation wild, 
That prirate wrongs and public scorn 
Have hourly to their bosoms borne. 
Oh I pray that God may nerve each hand 
To fight for tmth and for their land. 
And pour His blessing on each head. 
As free ... or as among the dead. 

V. 

And ye who deem our wrongs are naught, 
Who say obedience should be taught, 
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And BcaS at wrongs wMch almost make 
The very walls that see them shake. 
And almost make the stones to ciy 
Their shame npon sach infaimy ; 
We would not ask from snch as 70a, 
A boon, which is perchance our due. 



Obedience 
Obedience 
Obedience 
Obedience 
Obedience 



nnto demons, naj; 

Grod of Heaven, nay, 

at snch fearful cost ; 

till our souls are lost ! 

have ye e'er obey'd 
The teaching of the poniard blade ? 
How can we bend to laws, or kneel, 
'Graved on our mangled hearts with steel ? 

VI. 

Is it by words of bitter scorn, 

Ye bend the hearts of the freely -bom ? 

Is it by threats ye have vainly tried 

To bend our heads, and to crush our pride ? 

Have ye tried to quench with a lesson stem. 

The fire that will conquer, the fire that will bum ? 

Have ye tried to teach the fearless, fear, 

Or tried to bring dread to their bosoms near ? 

As soon might ye foster with wanton blows, 

The free-born grace of the summer rose. 

Or nurture with cold, bleak winds, the plant 

In its springtide fresh and luxuriant. 

As soon might ye fondle the prairie -steed 

th the same rough hand that has made him bleed, 
oon might ye curb the wild swell of the ocean, 
rng from our hearts their deep patriot devotion. 



be \ 
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As soon, as vainly seek to bind 

The tameless fury of the wind : 

Or stay the rain -drops ere they fall. 

Or still the tempest at your call. 

Born in each noble heart must be 

A striving after liberty, 

A panting, yearning, to be free. 

It is a feeling which the will 

May smother, but can never kill. 

Deathless, it spreads its onward course. 

And moves all nature with its force. 

Stop it, who can ? no earthly power 

Can curb its progress for an hour. 

Onward it comes in all its might, 

Arm'd with the truth, and arm'd with right. 

The boasting cowards in its way 

Must go to dust, or to decay. 

Justice and God will keep its light 

Holy and safe in the destined fight ; 

Till truth and freedom's flag unfurPd, 

Shall be the standard of the world. 

VIL 

Say, must we give up country, fame, 
With speechless lips like cowards tame. 
And win ourselves the cursed name. 
That base-bom treachery can give 
To those who rather bend and live ? 
But who would live that life of scorn ? 
Who but the craven stranger-bom ? 
We would not ask a forced sigh, 
Or tears from out a tearless eye. 
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We would not ask yoa to believe 
The woes in which a world can grieve, 
Nor indignation burning hot, 
From those, forsooth, that have it not ; 
For flint alone no fire can make, 
And stc^iy hearts can only break. 
Th'fen go and scoff, we do not heed, 
Exulting that Italians bleed, 
And jesting on our agony ; 
Gk) feed upon your irony. 
Yet tremble for the gathering ire 
We breathe in our prophetic fire. 

VIII. 

The storm-cloud gathers, it shall burst 
O'er the blinded and accurst ; 
Tremble, for the time is near 
When the world shall shake with fear. 
It gathers with a sound of woe, 
From the nations' overthrow ; 
It spreads its terrors o'er the sky, 
With a fierce intensity. 
Listen I for its bursting brings 
Thunder's fearfdl mutterings, 
Light'ning's bright and vivid flash, 
Earthquake's overwhelming crash ; 
Tyrants, tremble I despots, fear 1 
Shudder, for your end is near. 
Up, ye nations, to the strife. 
Wake to liberty and life ; 
Tear the brands from off your brow, 
. That spoke you craven slaves but now. 
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Break your chains, — ^ye have the power, — 
Trifle uot for one short hour. 
Wake, and hasten to the fray, 
Wake, and fling your chains away ; 
Wake to know yourselves as men. 
Burst from out your prison den ; 
Would ye prisoners rather be ? 
Wake, to know that ye are free ; 
Wake from the oppressor's rod, 
Wake to freedom I wake to God I 
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THE PASSING BELL. 

Strangely, wildly, tolled the measured bell, 

Upon the summer air, 
Vibratmg calmly, as it fell 

Solemnly there. 
The cdty hum, in all its varied sound. 

Crept on unheeding. 
And the low wail was rudely drown'd. 

Of sad hearts bleeding. 
The proud horse arched his neck, as was his wont 

When onward prancing, 
And many an eye admired his noble front, 

And proud eye glancing ; 
And footsteps hurried to and fro, and oft. 

As an ear caught the bell, 
A pitying eye was dim, and glistened soft, 

And a tear fell. 
But some pass'd on, and only breathed a sigh, 

As if to show 
That every feeling was not wrought to lie 

Insensible to woe. 
But more there were, who only ask'd the words, 

" Who now is dead ?" 
Then flew away, like frighted flocks of birds, 

Not listening what was said. 
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They all passed on away, and bought or sold 

Their merchandise ; 
The young with zest, and many of the old, 

With sparkling eyes, 
Dealt out the yards of silk, or grains of gold, 

And many a glittering prize ; 
Unthinking that the fatal hour was nigh. 

When the sad bell 
Might toll for them, and eyes that now were dry. 

Then, then, should swell. 
Maidens, with golden tresses beautiful. 

And eyes of blue, 
That look'd rebelliously dutiful. 

And to tears new ; 
With dimpled smiles upon a cheek of rose. 

Youth's own bright glow, 
And those bright lips, o'er which each pleasure 
throws 

A sweet blush slow ; 
The lily brow, and each white, roimded limb, 

And the small hands, 
The little feet, ^ delicate and trim. 

And the soft bands 
Which bound the draping folds, of every hue 

The eye has known : 
The brilliant tints of pink and azure blue, 

And Fancy's every tone. 
Oh ! sweet, yet sad, th' unthinking carelessness 

That in each eye 
And on each cheek, in gentle playfulness. 

Dwelt joyfully. 
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And, as a gleam of sunshine, swift they came^ 

And swift were gone ; 
Thoughtless, unheeding, beautiful, the same, 

Afl the bell tolFd on. 
And many pass'd, with intellectual brow. 

And eyes which Heaven, 
Endowed by knowledge with majestic glow. 

The power has given 
To pierce the mysteries at which nations bow. 

And which have driven 
Into wild chaos many a noble braia ; 

And hopeless madness 
Claims the poor heart, that, senseless of its pain. 

Exults in gladness. 
Commanding grandeur sat upon each face 

And figfure tall. 
And such a powerful nobleness of grace 

Was marked in all. 
It was not feature — ^beauty ; it was more — 

Magnificent ; 
Nor yet complexion, nor the robes they wore, 

Tho' eloquent, 
In proud simplicity of shape or hue. 

Or of material. 
Unwittingly gave forth a grace, grand, true. 

Imperial ; 
But it was wisdom there, with all her power 

Unbounded ; 
Expression's grace, that varied every hour, 

Abounded. 
Tet even these passed by, and heeded not 

The sound that won 
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So little care from all ; oh I they forgot 

That the bell toird on. 
The sun shone brightly, and his golden rays 

Piercing the smoke, 
Lightened the narrow streets ; and upward went the 
gaze 

His light awoke. 
Here with a strange uncomprehending stare, 

From a dark street. 
There with the rapt, untutor'd gafce of prayer. 

Incomparably sweet. 
But from one little window went a glance 

Of such wild grief. 
That it must every quivering nerve entrance 

Without relief, 
So great the pain. On a low pallet near, 

A corpse lay shrouded, 

The father of a little race now dead. Once dear. 
In joy unclouded; 

A wife was by his side, but the cold earth claimed aU, 

All but this one. 
Upon whose brow, marble-like, sat despair to thrall, 

Ab the bell toU'd on. 
A chilling shudder to the young child's heart 

Grew like a wound ; 
Nature was strained, too, piercing was the dart, 

And lo I she swooned : 
She woke, she lived for many a year, — some long, 

And some too short. 
Yes. lived I but yet not like the heedless throng 

That careless wrought, 
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Their toil or pleasure, she had leam'd, when youngs 

A lesson true ; 
She had seen death so near, that it had flung 

O'er her its hue. 
Pensive and pale she sat, and mus^d drear 

On the spirit flown. 
With quivering heart, and gently dropping tear, 

When the bell toU'd on. 
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A DIRGE FOR INDIA. 

Sisters and mothers, weep I our fondest ones. 
Those whom the heart held dearest are no more. 
Where are the exiled brothers, and our sons. 
Whom India's richness from our bosoms tore ? 

Ask her, the treacherous country, are they there ? 
Ask her, the stain of blood is oi> her hand; 
Ask her, the young, the beautiful, the fair, 
The murder'd dear ones of our hero-band. 

Like cruel Circe in the myths of old, 
She lured them from us with her demon spell, 
And gave the dagger in the place of gold. 
Deep in the hearts which we have loved so well. 

Death is abroad I he mows with keenest scythe, 
With haste and fury like the young horse spurred. 
See with wild agony our daughters writhe I 
List to the wails of infants massacred I 

England I thy homes are rifled of their best, 
Is there a heart unmouming for the dead ? 
Baise the sad dirge, and mingle with th^ rest 
Thy fount of sympathy, thy tears unshed. 
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Bellona ! thine nnpitTiiig hand shall wither, 
Thy sword shall snap, thine armonr strong shall rust ; 
Bring not thy cruelty, thy vengeance, hither, 
For thon shalt grovel in thy victim's dnst. 

Wail, Mother Britain ! wail, thy firstborn, wail. 
Weep thon the ashes of thy mnrder'd sons. 
Think of their bloodless cheeks, aU cold and pale, 
Weep for thy children, for thy slaughtered ones. 

Can there be silence in this land of onrs, 
Save that which haunts the precincts of the grave? 
Nay, we must mourn our crushed and broken flowers, 
The stolen life-blood of our beauteous brave. 

Can we be still, while their unburied dust 

In its cold silence calls upon our ire ? 

And let their heart's blood on the sabre rust. 

While we sit calmly round the household fire ? ' 

Can we be still ? sisters and mothers. No, — 
Bise to pour tears upon the haunts they trod ; 
Woe is abroad, woe in our bosoms, woe, 
Kneel to ask pity from th' avenging Grod. 
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LINES ON THE LAYING DOWN OP THE 
ATLANTIC TELEGRAPH CABLE. 

Wake, every harp in England's verdant isle, 

Waken to music each melodious wile, 

Breathe forth, ye lyres which fired the bards of old 

Such strains to sing as never have been told. 

And sing the chant, sweet voices, every one : 

" England's great heartstring to her distant son," 

With that still voice, which heeds nor storm nor sea, 

' Mid loudest thunder travelling as free. 

Curbing the lightning as its fiery steed. 

And passing time in swiftness of its speed 

On its small pathway ; yet has power and scope 

To wake the world to terror or to hope. 

Low have we laid it in its ocean tomb, 

Of coldest silence and of stillest doom : 

Yes, we have laid it 'neath the wild sea foam, 

Down to its deep and its untraveird home. 

Pure and unscathed, and splendidly alone, 

In mutest triumph of a power unknown. 

In death-like life beneath the silent wave, 

A splendid resting-place, a glorious giwe. 

' Tis like an infant king in its repose, 

Alike unconscious of its friends and foes ; 

Mute and all silent in its boundless pow'r, 

Lieth it still, beside the wild sea flow'r. 

H 
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Lie, gentle servant of the world, lie still ; 
The ears of kin^ are list'ning for thy thrill, 
And every pot^tate on earth or sea. 
Bends from his seat of pow'r to welcome thee. 
The voice of nations in thy tiny wire, 
Clothed in its humble insulate attire. 
Yet in its silent power there is unfurrd 
The splendid union of world with world. 
See, as the spark flies on in tiny fire. 
The hearts of empires quiver to the wire. 
And fever'd pulses through the world's expanse. 
Throb with one impulse in their life- warm dance ; 
For world-wide hopes are hanging on the thread 
That sinks so sweetly to its ocean bed. 
Yet little cord, which thus entomb'd, shall live, 
Know*8t thou the light that little spark must give ? 
Oh ! could'st thou live to know thy work, and scan 
Thy revolutions in the mind of man. 
Thy more than empire, and thy clearing light, 
Which makes e'en Superstition take its flight. 
And slink ashamed from out the light of day, 
To its own brotherhood, and there decay. 
Thy countenance a smile might wander o'er. 
As Grandsire Distance tells his tale of yore, 
And scythe-arm'd Chronos trembles for his reign, 
The very weariness of space is vain. 
Magic, we scorn thee, have we not surpassed 
The greatest wonder which thou dost and hast ? 
Hide thy dim lantern. Science is our sun ; 
Go, hide thee in thy dark oblivion; 
^'^ take thine instruments of fraud away, 
work us nothing but their own decay ; 
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Henceforth we use the instruments of Gk>d, 
And trace His footsteps on the earth's wide sod. 
Shall there be fighting, when this earth is one 
Wide whispering gallery beneath the sun ? 
Oh I shall not peace with angel-wings enfold 
The world's dear union of the New and Old ? 
Shall not the plough- share take the place of sword ? 
And of the cannon, gently whisper'd word ? 
Science, our Juno, will we bend to own, 
And fairy lightning, Iris, of her throne. 
The great Omnipotent, our Teacher, King, 
Our Qod, our Guide, our Master, everything. 
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FRAGMENTS. 



The heart was bruised, and tears came rushing fast, 
Wildly as spreads the storm upon the blast, 

When bursts the bolt of heav'n ; 
When vivid lightning piercing fires the air, 
Quick followed by the black and deep despair. 
When nature's self seems riv'n. 

A sigh came forth, prolonged with griefs wild madness. 
Like the deep moaning of the wind in sadness 

When lulls awhile the storm ; 
Or like the willow bent unto the ground, 
When almost deathlike silence is around, » 

So bow'd, so droop'd her form. 

Her lips were parted, like the caves of ocean 
Silent and still, amid the loud commotion 

Which rides upon the waves. 
When nature's wonted gentleness is lost, 
Ajid all her works in mad disorder toss'd, 

While furious tempest raves. 
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Her eye gleam'd wildly, like th' untutor'd d^r, 
First by the cruel huntsman taught to fear, 

And her free spirit tamed, 
When she first gazes with a timid glance. 
When she first moves without her usual prance, 

Feebled, and worn, and tamed. 

Her cheek was flush'd, but not with beauty's tinge ; 
It was but warmth of passion could infringe 

Upon that marble hue; 
' Twas like the red at sunset, quickly flown, 
Now here, now faded, and now past and gone, 

Or shrouded in its blue. 

Her hand was trembling, like the frightened dove, 
Longing to clasp a friend's warm hand in love. 

And tell her tale of sorrow. 
She found a friend, half breathed an inward pray'r, 
And on her Saviour laid her burden there. 

Hoping a bright to-morrow. 



Are we all blind, that we search in vain, 
With a sightless eye and a clouded brain. 
With wishes as high, and desires as vain. 

As those in the realms below ? 
That we follow a shade, with an eye as keen 
As the hunter his prey in the forest green, 
And seek to discover a joy unseen 

In the bitter haunts of woe? 
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That we follow with zest but the faintest gleam 
Of a phantom light in an empty dream, 
If the slightest trace of its course but seem 

To offer us happiness ? 
And madly we rush in its pathless track, 
Till the dread reality call us back, 
And shows us the void, with its changeless black, 

Its utter hollowness. 
Do we live in a dream unconscious ? nay, 
We must open our eyes some bitter day. 
To witness, heart-broken, our own decay, 
And fruitlessly rush to the now lost way. 

That our souls tum'd from, too soon. 
Beholding, with bitter and wild despair. 
The heaVn we lost, transcendent Mr, 
And agonized long for that blessed share 

We cast from us at noon ? 
Then let us awake, and unveil our eyes. 
To a happiness bright and with no disguise, 
And a haven of hope beyond the skies, 

Infallible, sublime. 
Oh I let us awake, while we yet have breath. 
To the worlds embodied in life and death, 
And the boundless power which encompasseth 

Infinity of time; 
To the measureless love of a Saviour slain, 
That we, though unworthy, may yet obtain. 
What efforts of ours might seek to gain 

For ages hopelessly. 
Let us wake, and give ourselves up to Him, 
With grateful hearts and eyelids dim, 
"-h nerves all strung, and ready limb, 

To serve Him fearlessly. 
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And oh I let us burst from the chain'd control^ 
Which fetters unseen each inunortal soul, 
And cankers each part, till the fallen whole 

Has lost, unknown, its God — 
Till the freeborn soul is a gallej-slave, 
To the Lord of that black and heavy wave. 
From which no human arm can save, 

No human foot has trod. 
Oh I let not drowsiness attain 
The fulhiess of ite dreaded reign, 

Nor torpid dreaminess 
Cloud o'er the heart's first innocence, 
For oh 1 we must wake to the stunning sense, 
And the wild remorse of our impotence, 

Eternal hopelessness ! 



There is a joy, oh ! who can tell 
The sacred magic of its spell, 
For it has power to raise or quell 

The spirit's mysteries. 
It comes unknown, unconscious, stealing 
Over the heart's most hidden feeling; 
It comes like a physician, healing 

The heart's sad histories. 
It comes all soothingly, and leaving 
Its traces on the bosom heaving. 
Its angel Peace on the believing, 
Its calm on those all sad and grieving. 

And plants its beauty there. 



104 FBAGMENTS. 

It comes, perchance ' tis with a sigh, 
Or tear unbidden from the eye, 
To still the sigh, the tear to dry ; 

It substitntes a prayer. 
It comes, perchance 'tis with a word 
Untold, imuttered, and unheard. 
Which Memory tells us has occurred 

In unforgotten times ; 
A word which to the heart may be 
The key-note of its melody. 
And has the power to render free 

Its knell, or festal chimes. 

It comes, perchance * tis with a thought, 

That with the world is partly fraught, 

But is so much with God inwrought 

That angels deem it heaven -taught. 

And bear it on their wings. 
Softly to a fairer clime. 

Free from iron-ruling time. 

They bear its whisperings. 

Onwardly and upwardly 

Its tendency must ever be, 

And seeking only to be free 

From earth's unhallowed pleasures. 

Beaming as the stars of heaven, 

Soft, as on the softest even, 

Musing on the prospect given 

In its undying treasures. 



Wild are the hearts with grief and sorrow riven, 
"^n are the pangs which wild despair has given ; 
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Sad are the feelings of that lone remorse, 

Which droops in silent moumfdlness and force, 

Gathered from sources of the inward tears, 

The life-sprang drops which burning passion bears. 

Frozen the heart in one strange apathy, 

Unwelcome the approach of sympathy, 

The feelings jarred by every soimd which breaks. 

Coldly repulsive is the voice that speaks. 

And all seems wrapped in dark and dismal gloom. 

Such as might dwell within the stony tomb. 

Or some sepulchral vault. Unless perchance 

When joining in the song or festive dance. 

It all seems gone. Alasl 'tis only hidden ; 

Listen, and hear the sigh come forth unbidden. 

And the hand tremble, till a sudden power, 

Strings up the nerves to bear the trying hour ; 

And, after — then the brain goes wild, and sense, 

Losing itself, has lost its eloquence. 



Oh, Staffa 1 lonely Stafia I in whose caves 
' Are echoed murmurs of the foaming waves. 
How oft this wayward mind is bent on thee. 
Led by the Muse of Time, sweet Memory ; 
Again upon thy pillared shores I land. 
Again behold the works of Nature's hand. 
Again I gaze on FingaVs column'd aisle, 
Where every sunbeam sought to gain a smile, 
But sought in vain, and fled in haste away. 
Nor lingered in thy frowns of darken'd grey. 
Thy pillars roughly hewn and upright stood. 
And down beneath us waved the feathered flood, 
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Thy broken mgged stairway rough and steep, 

By which we pierced into thy gloomiest deep ; 

Thy roof overhanging with a clustered few, 

Of pillars, which from out the firm rock grew. 

Seeming to threaten as we gazed with awe, 

And dreamy wonder at the scene we saw. 

And still more strange it seemed, in scene so rude, 

To view a gay and thronging multitude. 

Light summer robes were floating in the wind. 

With which the broken shafts were thickly lined. 

Enraptured faces smiling in between ; 

And more than all, the shout, " God save the Queen! " 

All stood, all sung, as each warm heart beat high. 

And loyal lustre brightened every eye. 

No voice was silent, and no heart was still, 

But every soul rebounded with the thrill. 

When the high vaulted roof began to fill. 

And the faint waters lent their murmuring rill ; 

While every voice harmonious rung around. 

And gathering echoes answered to the sound. 

Now, like a peal of thimder, as it roU'd 

Magnificent in freedom ; it was bold — 

Bold as the wave when dashing 'gainst the shore, 

Bold as the lion's deep and midnight roar. 

And softened by the echoes from the side, 

In its own harmony the measure died. 

And yet again arose a higher swell, 

And on the ear in thrilling beauty fell, 

And like a harp -string 'neath a master's hand, 

Tuned to the lays of Provence minstrel -land ; 

Borne by the wind, was caught and wafted by, 

Sound after sound of untaught melody. 
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And lingered yet within the gloomy cave, 
Then sunk to silence on the glassy wave. 
Oft haye I heard an organ's richest tone 
Vibrating from a carved aisle of stone. 
But never heard such gentle murmurs wend. 
Such wild majestic grandeur richly blend, 
Stooping together on the wave to kiss, 
Or lending beauty to a scene like this. 
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The purest sounds which human tongue has uttered or 

spoken, 
Or on the ear have wistful hung, to heal a spirit broken ; 
Our dearest hopes embodied there, in penmanship of 

heaven, 
Like whispers from an angel fair, in holy accents given ; 
For infEtnt lips have spoken it, in holy innocence, 
Unconscious of, yet trusting in, its sacred eloquence. 
The proudest minds have own'd its power, and made 

its words their own, 
And sweeter when familiar, they leam'd to love its tone ; 
And dying lips have hallow'd it, and mourning ones 

have bless'd 
The breathing holiness therein, the godliness express'd. 
In heathen nations from afar, the half-converted child 
Has lisped out its simple words, and raised its eyes, and 

smiled. 
Daily, in every land or tongue, that holy prayer 

ascends. 
And, in celestial harmony, with angel-music blends ; 
And millions kneel to speak its words, at rosy mom or 

even, 
With angels hovering around, to bear them up to 

heaven. 
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It is an incesnse lit frmn heaven, for Jesus gave it 

Inrth, 
And kindled the nndjing flame which beais its smoke 

firom earth. 



STANZAS. 

Oh ! lonely sorrow, why com'st thou here. 
To dim the sunshine of joy with fear? 
To cull the floweret's budding bloom, 
And cast sweet hope to the silent tomb ? 

The children are wild at their laughing play, 
For the sunshine is bright, 'tis a holiday. 
And the swallow sweeps by on his gladsome wing, 
And the bee-hive is merrily murmuring. 

But a cloud has come o'er, and the sunshine is gone, 
And the children are scared and away are flown. 
The bee to her hive is gone to rest. 
And the swallow has perch'd on her lofty nest. 

But where is the joy which was found in all ? 
For nothing is heard, save the dreary fall 
Of the cold, and the damp, and unheeding rain, 
And sorrow has cpme with its drops again. 



A FRAGMENT. 

Teach me, my Father, take my soul 
Under thine own beloved control, 
And rend the pride which burrows there, 
A crafty and a cruel snare. 



110 ▲ FRAGMENT. 

Oh I still the longing at my heart. 

And tear its mockeries apart, 

And fill thyself the yacancy 

Which sorrow's fangs have pierced in me. 

And where that heart too fondly clings, 

With all its power, to earthly things. 

And makes a god, and not a slave. 

Of some sweet treasure it may have, — 

Some love, some sympathy, too strong. 

Too often thought of, or too long ; 

Some cherished memory, some day, 

I can't comifdt unto decay, 

Too old, too dear, to cast away ; 

For joy's bright visits are too rare. 

Too thin upon the map of care. 

To fling them from the hungry mind, 

Unto the cold and heedless wind. 

Do Thou outshine the phosphor gleams, 

Which flicker in these transient dreams ; 

Give me a star to mark my track, 

That I may never turn me back, 

To lose one moment of its shine. 

Or be less truly, wholly, Thine. 
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